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Y IV. 
WITH 
THE HUMOURS OF 
sir JOHN FALSTAFE, 
A: 
SCENE I 
Enter King Henry, Lord John of Lan- 
caſter , Earl of Weſtmorland, 
and others. 
King HENRY. 
Qi we inet fo wan with Cate; 


Find we a time for frighted Peace to pant, 
And breathe ſhort winded accents of new Broils 
To be commenc'd in Stronds afar remote. 
No more the thirſty Eutrails of this Soil 

| A 2 | Shall 


& , 


"4 


4 K. HENRYIV. & 
Shall damb her Lips with ber on Childrens Blood: 
No mote ſhall trenching War channel her Fields, 
Nor bruiſe her Flowrets with the armed Hoofs 
Of Hoſtile Paces. Thoſe oppoſed Eyes, | 
Which like the Meteors of a troubled Heav'n, 
All of one Nature, of one Subſtance bred , 
Did lately. meet in the inteſtine ſhock, 
And furious cloſe of civil Butchery , 
Shall now in mutual well: beſeemiug Ranks 
March all one away, and be no more oppos'd 
Againſt Acquaintance, Kindred, and Allies; 
The edge of War, like an ill-ſheathed Knife, 
No more ſhall cut his Maſter. Therefore, Friends, 
As far as to the Sepulchre of Chriſt , 
Whoſe Soldiers now, under whole bleſſed Croſs 
We are impreſſed, and engag'd to fight, 
Forthwith a Power of Engliſh ſhall we levy, 
Whoſe arms were moulded intheir Mother's Womb 
To chaſe theſe Pagans in thoſe holy Fields, 
Over whole Acres walk'd thoſe bleſſed Feet 
Which fourteen hundred Years ago were nail'd 
For our advantage on the bitter Croſs. 
But this our purpoſe is a Twelvemonth old, 
And bootleſs tis to tell you we will go: 
Therefore we meet not now. Then let me hear 
Of you my gentle Couſin Meſtmorland, 
What yeſternight our Council did dectee 
In forwarding this dear Expedience. 

Weſt. My Liege, this haſte was hot in queſtion , 

many limits of the Charge ſet down 

But yeſternight: When all athwart there came 
A poſt from Wales, loaden with heavy News; 
Whoſe worſt was, That the noble Mortimer, 
Leading the Men of Herefordſhire to fight, 
Againſt the irtegular and wild Glendower, | 
Was by the rude Hands of that Welſhman taken, 
And a thouſand of his People butchered; 
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Upon whole dead — there was ſuch miſuſe, 
Such beaſtly , ſhameleſs Transformation, 

By thoſe Welſhwomen done , as may not be, 
Without much ſhame , re- told or ſpoken of. 

_ K Henry. It ſeems then, that the : idings of this Broil 
Brake off our Buſineſs for the Holy Land? 

Weſt.” This, matcht with other like; my gracious 
Far more une ven and unwelcome News (Lord, 
Came from the North, and thus it did report: 
On Holy rood Day, the gallant Hot-ſpur there, 
Young . Harry Percy, and brave Archibald, 
That ever-valiant and approved Scot, 

At Holmedon met, where they did ſpend 
A ſad and bloody Hour: 
As by diſcharge of their Artillery 
And ſhape of likelihood the News was told. 
For he that brought them, in the very Heat 
And pride of their Contention , did take Horſe , 
Uncertain of the Iſlue any way. | 

Henry. Here is a dear and true induſtrious Friend, 
Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his Horſe, 
Stain'd with the variation of each Soil, 
Betwixt the Holmedon, and this Seat of ours: 
And he hath brought us ſmooth and welcome News. 
The Earl of Dowylas is diſcomfited , 
Ten thouſand bold Scots , two and twenty Knights 
Balk'd in their own Blood did Sir Walter ſee 
On Holmeden's Plains. Of Priſoners , Hot-ſpur took 
Mordake Earl of Fife, and eldeſt Son 
To beaten Douglas, and the Earl of Athol, 
Of Murry , Angus, and Menteith, | 
And is not this an Honourable Spoil 2 
A gallant Prize? Ha, Couſin, is it not? In faith it is. 

Weſt. A Conqueſt for a Prince to boaſt of. 

N. Henry. Yea, there thou mak'ſt me ſad, and 

mak ſt me ſin, 


In envy, that my Lord Northumberland | 
| A 3 Should 
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Should be the Father of ſo bleſt a Son; 
A Son, who is the Theam of Honour's Tongue: 
Amongſt a Grove, the very ſtreighteſt Plant, 
Who is ſweet Fortune's Minion, and her Pride: 
Whilſt 1 by looking on the Praiſe of him, 
See Riot and Diſhonour ſtain the Brow 
Of my young Harry. O that it could be prov'd, 
That ſome Night- tripping Fairy had exchang'd , 
In Cradle Cloaths , our Children whete they E. 
And call'd mine Percy, his Plantagenet; 
Then would I have his Harry, he mine. 
But let him from my Thoughts. What think you, 
Of this young Percy's Pride? The Priſoners, ( Coz , 
Which be in this Adventure hath ſurpriz'd, 
To his own ule he keeps, and ſends me Word 
J ſhall have none but Mordake Earl of Fife, 

Weſt. This is his Uncles teaching, this is Worceſter , 
Malevolent to you in all Aſpects; 
Which makes him prune himſelf, and briſtle up 
The creſt of Youth againſt your Dignity, 

X Henry, But I have ſent for him to anſwet this; 
And for this Cauſe a while we muſt neglect 
Our holy Purpoſe to feruſalem. | 
Couſin , on Wedneſday next, our Council we will hold 
At Windſor , ſo 3 = Lords, 

ut come your ſelf with Speed to us again; 

For more A to be ſaid, and to be ting 
Than out of Anger can be uttered, 


Weſt. 1 will, my Liege. [ Exeunt, 
SCENE IL 


Enter Henry Prince of Wales, and Sir 
John Falſtaff, 


Falſtaff. 
Now Hal, whattimeof Day isit, Lad ? ' 
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P. Henry. Thou art ſo fat-witted with drinki 
of old ack and unbuttoning thee after Supper, and 
ſleeping upon Benches in the Afternoon, that thou 
haſt forgotten to demand that truly, which thou 
wouldſt truly kuow. What a Devil haſt thou to 
do with the time of the Day? unleſs Hours were 
Cups of Sack, and Minutes Capons , and Clocks 
the Tongues of Bawds , and Dials the Sigus of 
Leaping-Houſes; and the bleſſed Sun himſelt a fair 
hot Wench in Flame colour'd Taffara ; I fee no 
Reaſon why thou ſhouldſt be ſo ſuperfluous , to 
demand the time of the Day. 

Fal. Indeed you come near me now, Hal; For 
we that take Purſes, go by the Moon and ſeven 
Stars, and not by Phebus , he, that wandring 
Knight ſo fair. And I pray thee , ſweet Wag, 
when thou art King ', as God ſave thy Grace, 
Majeſty I ſhould fay , for Grace thou wilt have none. 


P. Henry. What! none? 
Fal. No, not ſo muchas will ſerye to be Prologue 


to an Egg and Butter, 
P. Henry. Well, how then > Come roundly , 


roundly. 

Fal. Marry then, ſweet Wag, when thou att 
King, let not us that are Squires of the Night's 
Body, becall'd Thieves of the Day's Beauty. Let 
us be Dianas Foreſters , Gentlemen of the Shade, 
Minions of the Moon; and let men ſay, we be 
Men of good Government , being governed as the 
Sea is, by our noble and chaſt Miſtreſs the Moon, 
under. whoſe Countenance we ſteal. 

P. Henry. Thou ſay'ſt well, and it holds well 
too; for the Fortune of us that ate the Moon's 
Men, doth ebb and flow like the Sea, being go- 
vern' d as the Sea is, by the Moon. As for Proof, 
A Purſe of Gold moſt reſolutely ſnatch d on 


Monday Nicht, and maſt Solty f. 
o ight mo dlute on 
gut, * 7 4 
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veſday Morning; got with ſwearing , Laid by; 
arts with . Bring in: Now in as low 
an Ebb, as the foot oſ the Ladder; and by and by 
in as high a flow as the ride of the Gallows. | 
Fal. Thou fay'ſt true, Lad: And is not my 
Hoſteſs of the Tavern a molt ſweet Wench ? 
P. Henry. As is the Honey, my old Lad of the 
Caſtle; and is not a Buff - Jerkin a moſt ſweet Robe 
of dutance? | 
Fal. How, how? How now mad Wag? What 
in thy Quips aud thy Quiddities ? What a plague 
have I to do with a Buft-Jerkin? | 
P. Henry, Why, what a Pox have I to do with 
my Hoſteſs of the Tavern? 
Fal. Well, thou haſt call'd her to a reckoning 
many a time and oft. | | 
P. Henry. Did I ever call thee to pay thy Part? 
Fal. No, I'll give thee thy due ,- thou haſt paid 
all there. | x | 
P. Henry. Vea, and elſewhere , ſo fat as my 
Coin would ſtretch ; and where it would not, I 
: have us'd my Credit. 
Flal. Yea, and ſo us'd it, that were it here ap- 
patent, that thou art Heir apparent == But I pri- 
nee ſweet Wag, ſhall there be Gallows. ſtanding 
in England whe thou art King ? and Reſolution 
thus fobb'd as it i> , with the ruſty curb of old 
Father Antick the Law ? Do not thou when thou 
art a King , hang a Thief. | 2 
*P, Henry. No 2 thou ſhalt. 52 
Fal. Shall I? O rate! I'll be a brave Judge. 
P. Henry. Thou judgeſt falle already; I mean, 
thou ſhalt have the hanging of the Thieves, and ſo 
become a rate Hangman. 


Fal. Well, Hal, woll; and in ſome fore it 
Jumps with my Humour , as well as waiting in 
the Court, I can tell you, 1 

* i % . P. 
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P. Henry. For obtaining of Suits? 

Fal. Vea, for obtaining of Suits , whereof the 
Hangman hath no lean. Wardrobe, I am as me- 
. lancholly as a Gyb-Cat , or a lugg'd Bear. 

P. Henry. Or an old Lion, or a Lover's Lute. 

Fal. Lea, or the Drone of a Lincolnſhire Bagpipe. 
P. Henry. What ſay'ſt thou to a Hate, or the 
Melancholy of Moor-Ditch ?, 

Fal. Thou haſt the moſt unſavoury Similes, and 
att indeed the moſt comparative taſcalleſt ſweet 
young Prince. But, Hal, I prithee trouble me 
no more with Vanity; 1 would thou and I knew , 
where a Commodity of good Names were to be 
bought : An old Lord of the Council rated me the 
other Day in the Street, about you, Sit; but I mark'd 
him not, and yet he talk'd very wiſely, but I re- 

arded him not; and yet he talk'd wiſely, and in 

Street too. 

P. Henry. Thou didſt well; for no Man regards it. 

Fal. O, thou haſt damnable Iteration, and art 
indeed able to corrupt a Saint. Thou haſt done 
much harm unto me, Hal , God forgive thee for 
it. Before I knew thee , Hal, I knew nothing; 
and now I am , if a Man ſhould ſpeak truly, little 
better than one of the Wicked. I mult give over 
this Life, and I will give it over; an I do not, 
I am a Villain. I'll be damned for never a King's 
Son in Chriſtendom. 

P. Henry. Where ſhall we take a Purſe to Mor- 
row , Tack? | ; | 

Fal. Where thou wilt, Lad , I'll make one; an 
I] do not, call me Villain, and baffle me. 

P. Henry. I ſee a good Amendment of Life in 
thee , from Praying to Purſe- taking. 

Fal. Why, Hal, tis my Vocation, Hal. Tis 
no fin for a Man to labour in his Vocation. 


As En- 
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Enter Poins. 


Point. Now ſhall we know if Gads-bill have ſet 
a Watch. O, if Men were to be ſaved by Merit, 
what Hole in Hell were hot enough for him? This 
is the moſt omnipotent Villain, that ever cry'd , 
Stand, to a true Man, 

P. Henry. Good morrow , Ned. 

Poins. Good morrow , ſweet Hal. What ſays 
Monſieur Remorſe 2 What ſays Sir ohn Sack and 
Sugar? Fack! How agrees the Devil and thee about 
thy Soul, that thou ſoldeſt him on Good- Friday 
aft, fora Cup of Madera, anda cold Capons Leg ? 

P. Henry. Sir John ſtands to his Word, the Devil 
ſhall have his Bargain, for he was never yet a 
breaker of Proverbs ; He will give the Devil his due. 

Poms, Then art thou damn'd for keeping thy 
Word with the Devil. 

P. Henry. Elſe he had been damn'd for cozening 
the Devil. 

Poins. But, my Lads, my Lads, to morrow 
Morning, by four a Clock early at Gads-Hif, there 
ate Pilgrims going to Canterbury with rich Offe- 
rings, and Traders riding to London with fat Purſes : 
I have Vizards for you all; you have Horſes for 
your ſelves ; Gads-Hill lyes to Night in Rocheſter , 
I have beſpoke Supper to morrow in Eaſt-cheap ; we 
may do it as ſecure as ſleep : If you will go, I 
will ſtuft your Purſes full of Crowns; if you will 
not, tarry at home and be hang'd. | 

Fal. Hear ye Yedward', if I tarry at home, and 
go not, I'll hang you for going. 

Poins. You will Chops ? 

Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one? 

P. Henry. Who, I rob? F a Thief ? not J. 

Fal. There's neither Honeſty , Manhood, 2 
FA 2 
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good Fellowſhip in thee , not thou cam'ſt not of 
the Blood Royal, if thou dax'ſt not bid ſtand for 
ten Shillings. N 

P. Henry. Well then, once in my Days Fll be 
2 mad cap. ; | 

Fal. Why, that's well laid. 

P. Henry. Well, come what will, Il tarry at 
home. 

Fal. I'll be a Traitor then, when thou art King. 

P. Henry. I cate not. 

Poins. Sir Fohn , I prithee leave the Prince and 
me alone, I will lay him down ſuch Reaſons for 
this Advcatute , that be ſhall go. 

Fal. Well, may'ſt thou have the Spitit of Per- 
ſuaſion, and he the Ears of 4 „that what 
thou ſpeak ſt may move, and What he hears may 
be believed; that the true Prince may, for Re- 
creation ſake , prove a falſe Fhieb; for the poor 
Abuſes of the time want Couniebance. Farewel, 


you ſhall find me in Eaſt cheap. 
P. Hey. Farewell the latter Spring. Farewel 
allhollown Summer. Exit Fal. 


Poins. Now, my good {ſweet houy Lord, ride 
with us to morrow. I have a Jelt to excute, 
that I cannot manage alone. Falſtaff , Harvey, 
Roſſil, and Gads-Hif, ſhall rob thoſe Men that we 
have already way-laid; your felf and J will not be 
there ;and when they have the Booty, if you and 
I do not rob them, cut this Head from my 
Shoulders. ** 

P. Henry. But how we with them in 
ſerting forth? 12 ” 

Poins. Why, we will ſet forth before or after 
them, and appoint them a Place of meeting, wher- 
ein it is at out pleaſure to fail; and then will they 
venture upon the Exploit themſelves, which they 
have no ſooner atchiev d, but we'll ſer upon them, 
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P. Henry. Ay but tis like that they will know 
us by our Horſes , by our Habits, , and by every 
other Appointment , to be our ſelves. 

Poing. Tut, our Horſes they ſhall not fee , I'll 
tye them in the Wood; our Vizards we will change 
after we leave them; and Sitrah, I have Caſes of 
Bucktam for the nonce to immask our noted out- 
ward Garments. 


P. Henry. But I doubt they will be too hard 
for uus. | | 

Poins. Well, fortwo of them, I know them to 
be as true bred Cowards as ever turn'd back ; and 
for the third , if he fight longer than he ſees Reaſon , 
I'll forſwear Arms. The virtue of this Jeſt will 
be , the incompreheuſible Lies that this fat Rogue 
will tell us, when we meet at Supper; how thirty 
at leaſt he fought with, what Wards, what Blows, 
what Extremities he endured ; and in the Reproof 
of this, lyes the Jeſt. | | 

P. Henry, Well, I'll go with thee, provide us 
all things neceſlary , and meet me tomorrow Night 
in Eaſt-cheap , there I'll ſup , Farewel. 
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| - Poins. Farewel, my Lord. | Exit Poins. 3 
P. Henry. I know you all, and will a while 
_ .. uphold | 4 
The unyoak'd Humour of your Idleneſs; I 


Yet herein will I imitare the Sun. 
Who doth permit the baſe coritagious Clouds 
To {mother up his Beaury from the World; 
That when he pleaſe again to be himſelf, 
Being wanted, he may be more wondred at, 
By breaking through the foul and ugly Miſts 
Of 1 2 „that did ſeem to ſtrangle him. 
If all the Year were playing Holidays, 
To ſport would be as tedious as to work; ; 
But when they ſeldom come, they wiſht-for come, 
And nothing pleaſeth but rare accidents. 
So 
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So when this looſe Behaviour I throw off, 
And pay the Debt I never promiſed, | 
By how much better than my Word I am, 
By ſo much ſhall I falſifte Mens Hopes; 
And like bright Metal on a ſullen Ground 
My Reformation glittering o'er my Fault 
Shall ſhew more goodly , aud attract more Eyes, 
Than that which hath no Soil to fer it off, 
T'll ſo offend , to make Offence a Skill, 
Redeeming time, when Men think leaſt I will. Exit. 


CE N 11 


Enter King Henry, Northumberland, 
Worceſter , Hot - ſpur, Sir Walter 
Blunt, and others. 


Ning Henry. 


My Blood hath been too cold and tempetate, 
Unapt to ſtir at thele Indignities, 
And you have found me; for accordingly, 
You tread upon my Patience: But be ſure , 
I will from henceforth rather be my ſelf, 
Mighty, and to be fear'd, than my Condition, 
Which hath been (mooth as Oil, ſoft as young Down, 
And therefore loſt the Title of Reſpect, 
Which the proud never pays, but to the proud. 
Wor. Our Houſe, my Soveraign Liege, little de- 
The Scourge of Greatne(s to be uſed on it, | ſerves 
And that ſame Greatneſs too , which our own Hands. 
Have holp to make ſo portly. ; 
North. My Lord. | 
Henry. Worceſter get thee gone, for I do ſee 
Danger aud Diſobedience in thine Eye. 
OSir , your Preſence is too bold and peremprory 


And Majeſty might never yet endure 
The moody Frontier of a Servant Brow ; 
You have good Leave to leave us. When we need 
Your Uſe and Counſel, we thall ſend for you. 
[ Exit Worceſter. 

You were about to ſpeak... Ie Northmberland. 
North. Lea, my good Lord. 
Thoſe Priſonersin your Highneſs Name demanded , 
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took , 
Were, as he ſays, not with ſuch Strength deny'd 
As was deliver'd to your Majeſty ; 
Who either through Eavy, or Miſpriſion, 
Was guilty of this Fault, and not my Son. 

Hot. My Liege, 1 did deny no Priſoners. 
But , I remember when the Fight was done , 
When I was dry with Rage, and extream Toil, 
Breathleſs, and faint , leaning upon my Sword, 
Came there a certain Lord, neat and trimly dreſs'd ; 
Freſh as a Bridegrom , and his Chin new reap'd , 
Shew'd like a Stubble Land at Harveſt home. 
He was perfumed like a Milliner , 
And 'twixt his Finger and his Thumb, he held 
A Pounctt Box, which ever and anon 
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M 
I then all ſmarting with my Wounds, being cold, 


Out of my Gtief, and my Impatience, 
Anſwer'd, neglectingly, 1 know not what, 
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He ſhould or ſhould not; for he made me mad, 
To ſee him ſhine fo brisk, and ſmell ſo wert, 
And talk fo like a waiting-Gentlewoman , 
Of Guns, and Drums, and Wounds; God fave 
the Mark; 

And telling me, the Soveraign'ſt thing on Earth 
Was Parmacety , for an inward Bruiſe; 
And that it was great Pity, ſo it was, 
That villainous Salt- peter ſhould be digg'd 
Out of the Bowels of the harmleſs Earth, 
Which many a good tall Fellow had deſtroy d 
So cowardly. And but for theſe vile Guns, 
He would himſelf have been a Soldier. . 
This bald, unjointed Chat of his, my Lord, 
Made me to anſwer inditectly, as I ſaid. 
Aud I beſcech you, let not this Report 
Come currant for an Accuſation , 
Betwixt my Love and your high Majeſty. 
Blunt. The Cir ce confider'd, good my 

What ever Harry Percy, then had ſaid, (Lord, 
To ſuch a Perſon , and in ſuch a Place , 
At ſuch a Time, with all the reſt retold , 
May reſonnably die, and never riſe 
To do him „or any way impeach 
What then he ſaid, fo he unſay it now. 

K, Henry. Why yet he doth deny his Priſaners, 
But with Proviſo and Exception, 5 
That we at our own » ſhall canſom ſtreight 
His Brother-in-Law, the fooliſh Afortimer , 
Who, in my Soul, hath 7 betray d 
The Lives of thoſe, that he did lead to fight, 
Againſt the Magician, damn'd Giende wer, 
Whoſe Daughter, as we hear, the Earl of March 
Hath lately matry d. Shall our Coffers then 
Be empty d, to redeem a Traitor home ? 

Shall we buy Treaſon, and indent with Fears , 


When they hare loſt and forkrird themes? 
| 05 
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| No; on the barren Mountains let him ſtarve; 


For I fhall never hold that Man my Friend, 
Whole Tongue ſhall ask me for one Penn) Coſt 
To ranſom — revolted Mortimer. 

Hot. Revolted Mortimer ! | 
He never did fall off, my Soveraign * 
But by the Chance of War; to prove that ttue, 
Needs no more but one Tongue, for all thoſe Wounds, 
Thoſe mouthed Wounds, which valiautly he took, 
When on the gentle Severn's Sedgie Bank, 
In ſingle Oppoſition Hand to Hand , 
He did confound the beſt part of an Hour 
In changing Hardiment with great Giendower : 
Three times they breath d, and there times did the 
Upon agteement of ſorife Severn's. Flood; | drin 
Who then affrighted with their bloody pr 
Ran fearfully among the trembling Reeds, 
And hid his, criſped Head in a hollow Bank, 
. Blood-ſtained with theſe valiant Comba tauts. 
© Never did baſe , and rotten Policy 
Colour her working with ſuch deadly Wounds z ' 
Nor ever could the noble Rags" 
Receive ſo many, and all willing 
Then let him not be ſlander d 2 2 

* Henry. Thou doſt belie him Percy » thou 

doſt belie him | * 
He never did eycounter 10 N ; 14 
Itell thee, he dutſt as well have met the Denl alone 7 
As Owen Glendo wer fot an Enemy. 
Art thou not aſhani d? But, Sit ; \hancefortls.// 
Let me not hear you (p, ak of Auer. | 
Send me your Prifoncts with the ſpeedieſt Ms 
Or you ſhall hear in ſuch a kind from me 
As will diſpleaſe ye. My Lord Northumberland 
We licence your Departute with your, Son. 
dend us n Priſoners; ar you M hear of it. F 
eee. 
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Hot. And if the Devil come and roar for them, 
I will not ſend them. I will after ſtreight | 
And tell him ſo; for I willeaſe my Heart, 
Although it be with hazard of my Head. 
Nort. What, drunk with Choler ? ſtay and pauſe 
Here comes your Uncle. | [a while, 


Enter Worceſter. 


Hot. Speak of Mortimer? 
Yes, I will ſpeak of him, and let my Soul 
Want Mercy, if I do not join with him. 
In his behalf, I'll empty all choſe Veins, 
And ſhed my dear Blood Drop by Drop i'th' Duſt , 
But I will lift the down fall'n Mortimer | 
As high i'th' Air as this unthankful King, 
As this ingtate and cankred Bulling broke. 
North, Brother, the King hath made your Nephew 
mad. [ To Worceſter, 
Wor. Who ſtrook this Heat up after I was gone? 
Hot. He will, forſooth, have all my — — 
And when I urg'd the Ranſom once again 
Of my Wife's Brother, then his Cheek look d pale, 
And on my Face he turn'dan Eye of Death, 
Trembling even at the Name of Mortimer. 
Wor. I cannot blame him; was he not proclaim'd 
By Richard that dead is, the next of Blood ? 
North. He was: I heard the Proclamation ; 
. And then it was, when the unhappy King 
( Whoſe Wrongs in us, God pardon } did let forth 
Upon his Iriſh Expedition; | 
From whence, he intercepted, did return 
Io be depos'd, and ſhortly murtheredl. [ Mouth 
| Wor. And for whoſe Death, ve in the Worlds wide 
Live ſcandaliz'd , and foully ſpoken of. | 
Hot. But ſoft, I pray you; did King Richard then 


Proclaim my Brother Mortimer Heir to the Crown? 
9 B North. 


q 


Nerth, He did; my ſelf did hear it. 
Hot. Nay, then I cannot blame his Couſin King , 

That wiſh'd him on the barren Mountains ſtarv'd. 
But ſhall it be, that you chat ſet the Crown © 
Upon the Head of this forgetful Man, 

And for his ſake wore the deteſted Blot 
Of murtherous Subornations? Shall it be, 

That you a World of Curſes undergo, 
Being the Agents, or baſe ſecond Means, 
The Cords, the Ladder, or the Hangman rather ? 
(O pardon, if that I deſcend fo low, 

To ſhew the Line, and the Predicament 
Wherein you range under this ſubtle King.) 

Shall it for Shame, be ſpoken in theſe Days, 

Or fill up Chronicles in time to come, 

That Men of your Nobility and Power , 

Did gage them both in an unjuſt behalf; 

As both of you, God pardon it, have done, 

To put down Richard, that ſweet lovely Roſe, 
And plant this Thorn, this Canker Bulling broke 2 
And ſhall it in more Shame be further ſpoken , 
That you are fool'd , diſcarded and ſhook oft 

By him, for whom theſe Shames ye underwent ? 
No; yet Time ſerves, wherein you may redeem 
Your baniſh'd Honours , and reſtore your ſelves 
Into the good Thoughts of rhe World again. 
Revenge the jecring and diſdain d Contempt 

Of this proud King, who ſtudies Day and Night 
To anſwer all the Bebe he owes unto you, , 
Even with the bloody Payments of your Deaths: 
Therefore I ſay —— 

Wor. Peace, Couſin, ſay no more. 

And Now I will unclaſp a ſecret Book, 

And to your quick conceiving Diſcontents , 

I'll read you Matter, deep and dangerous , 

As full of Peril and adventurous Spirit, 
As to o'er-walk a Current, roaring loud, 


cl. @ 2A ra 
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On the unſtedfaſt footing of a Spear. & 

Hot. If he fall in, goodnight, or ſink or ſwim, 

Send Danger from the Eaſt unto the Weſt, 
So Hunout croſs in from the North to South, 
And let them grapple : The Blood more ſtirs 

To rowre a Lion, than to ſtart a Hare. 

North. Imagination of ſome ou Exploit, 
Drives him beyond the Bounds of Patience. 

Hot. By Heav'n, methinks it were an eaſie Leap, 
To pluck bright Honour from the pale- fac d Moon; 
Ot dive into the Bottom of the Deep, 
Where Fadom · line could never touch the Ground, 
And pluck up drowned Honour by the Locks: 
So he that doth redeem her thence, might wear 
Without Co-tival, all her Dignities ; 

But out upon this half - fac d Fellowthip. 

Wor, He apprehends a world of Figures hete, 
But not the Form of what he ſhould attend. 

Good Couſin give me Audience for a while, 
And hit to me. 

Hot. I cry you Mercy. 

Wor. Theſe fume — Scots 
That are your Priſoners ==— 

Hot. I'll keep them all. 
By Heav'n , he ſhall not have a Scot of them: 
No, if a Scot would ſave his Soul, he ſhall not. 
I'll keep them, by this Hand. 

Wor. You ftart away, 
And lend no Ear unto my Purpoſes 
Thoſe Priſoners you ſhall keep. 

Hot, Nay, Iwill; that's flat: 
He ſaid he would not ranſom Mortimer : 
Forbad my Tongue to ſpeak of Mortimer. 
But I will find him when be lyes aflcep, 
And in his Ear I'll holla, Mortimer. | 
Nay, I'll have a Starling ſhall be taught to ſpeak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him, 

| B 2 | JD 
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To keep his Anger ſtill in Motion. 

Wor. Hear you, Couſin: A Word. 

Hor. All Studies here I ſolemnly defie, 
Save how to gall and pinch this Buflingbroke : 
And that ſame Sword and Buckler , Prince of Wales, 
But that I think his Father loves him not, | 
And would be glad he met with ſome Miſchance , 
I would have poiſon'd bim with a Pot of Ale. 

Wer. Farewel, Kinſman; I'll talk to you 

When you are better temper'd to attend. | Fool 


North. Why what a waſp-rongu'd and impatient | 


Art thou, to break into this Woman's Mood , 
Tying thine Ear to no Tongue but thine own ? 


Hot. Why, Look you, I am whipr and ſcourg'd | 


with Rods, 
| Nettled, and ſtung with Piſmires , when I hear 
Of this vile Politician Bubling broke. 
In Richard's time == what d'ye call the Place? 
A Plague upon't it is in Gloceſtey ſhire 
Twas where the mad cap Duke his Uncle kept, 
His Uncle Tork — where I firſt bow'd my Knee 
Unto this — of Smiles, this Bullingbrote; 
When you and he came back from Ravenſpurg. 
North. At Barkly Caſtle. 
Hot. You ſay true: 
Why what a gaudy deal of Courteſie 
This fawning Greyhound then did proffer me! 
Look eee infant Fortune came to Age, 
And gentle Harry Percy == and kind Couſin — 
O, the the Devil take ſuch Cozeners— God forgive 
Good Uncle tell your Tale, for I have done. {| me — 
Wor. Nay, if you have not, to't again, 
We'll ſtay your Leiſure. | 

Hot. I have done, inſooth. 

Wor. Then once more to your Scottiſh Priſoners, 
Deliver them up without their Ranſom ſtreight, 
And make the Dowglaſs Son your only Mean 
For Power in Scotland; which for divers Reaſons 


Which 
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Which I ſhall ſend you written, be afſur'd- ' 

Will eaſily be granted you, my Lord. 

Your Son in Scotland being thus employ'd, 

Shall ſecretly into the Boſom creep 

Of that ſame noble Prelate, well belov'd, 

The Arch-Biſhop. | | 
Hot. Of York, 15's not? 

Mr. True, who bears hae 

His Brother's Death at Briſtow , the Lord Scroop. 

I ſpeak not this 1n Eſtimation , 

As what I think might be, but what I know 

Is cuminated , plotted, and ſer down, 

And only ſtays bur to behold the Face 

Of that 2 that ſhall bring it on. 
Hot I ſmell it. : 

Upon my life, it will do wondrous well, -[ flip. 
North. Before the Game's a Foot, thou ſtill lett'ſt 
Hot. Why, it cannotchuſe but be a noble Plot, 

And then the Power of Scotland, aud of York 

To join with Mortimer; ha? 5 
Wor. And ſo they ſhall. 4 
Hot. In faith it is exceedingly well aim d. 
Wor. Aud *tis no little Reaſon bids 2 

To ſave our Heads, by taiſing of a : 

For, bear our ſelves as even as we can, 


The King will always think him in our Debt, 


And think we think our ſelves unſatisfy'd, 

Till he hath found a time to pay us home. 

And ſee already, how he Joch begiu 

To make us Strangers to his Looks of Love. 
Hot, He does, he does; we'll be reveng'd on him. 
Wor. Couſin, farewel. No further go in this, 

Than I by Letters ſhall direct your Coutſe; 

When time is ripe which will be ſuddenly , 


I'll ſteal to Gendower , and Lord Mortimer, 


Where you , and Dowylaſs , and our Powers at once, 
As I will faſhion it, ſhall happily meet. 
| B 3 To 
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To bear our Fortunes in our own ſtrong Arms, 
Which now we hold at much 1 I truſt, 
North. Farewel, good Brother , we ſhall thrive , 
Hot, Uncle, adieu: O let the Hours be ſhort, 
Till Fields, and Blows, and Groans applaud our 
Sport. [Exeunt, 
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SCENE 1. 
Enter a Carrier with a Lanthorn iu his 
I. Carrier. 


HE ho, an't be not four by the Day T'll be | 
L LI hang'd; Charles wain is over the new Chimney , * 
and yet our Horſe not packt. What, Oſtler? 7 
Oſt. Anon, anon. 5 
- _ I Cax, I prithee Tom, beat Cuts Saddle, put | 
few Flocks in the Point: The poor Jade is wrung 
in the Withers, out of all cefs, 


Enter another Carrier. 


2 een 2 Beans are as dank here as a 
» and this is the next way to gi t Jades 
the Bots: This Houſe is a up » fince 
Robin the Oſtler dy'd. 

1. Car. Poor Fellow never joy'd ſince the Price 
of Oats roſe, it was the Death of him. 
2. Car. I think this is the moſt villainous Houſe 
in all London Road for Fleas: I am ſtung like a 
Tench. 3 1. Car. 


. 


ca » 


e 
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1. Car. Like a Tench! There's ne er a King in 
Chriſtendom , could be better bit, than I have been 
ſince the firſt Cock. 

2. Car. Why, you will allow us ne'er a Jourden, 
and then we leak in your Chimney : And your 
Chamberlye breeds Fleas like a Loach. 

1. Car, What Oftler , come away, and be hang'd , 
come away. | j 

2. Car. I have a Gammon of Bacon, and two 
Razes of Ginger, to bedeliver'd as far as Charing- 
Croſs. 

, Car. The Turkies in my Panniers are quite 
ſtary'd. What Oſtler ? A Plague on thee, haſt thou 
never an Eye in thy Head? Canſt not hear? An 
twere not as good a Deed as drink, to break the 
Pate of thee , I am a very Villain. Come and be 
hang'd, haſt no Faith in thee? 


Enter Gads-Hill. 


Gads. Good Morrow , Carriers. What's, a Clock ? 

Car. I think it be twoa Clock. 

Gads, I prithee lend my thy Lanthorn, to ſee 
my Gelding in the Stable. 

1. Car. Nay, foft I pray ye, I know a Trick 
worth two of that. 

Gads. I prithee lend me thine. 

2. Car. Ay, when, canſt tell? Lend me thy 
3 quoth a ! marry I'll ſee thee hang d 
 Gads, Sirrah, Cartier, what time do you mean 
to come to London? 

2. Car. Time enough to go to Bed with a Candle, 
I warrant thee. Come Neighbour Mugges , we'll 
call up the Gentlemen, they will with Com- 
pany , for they have great Charge. | Ex Carriers. 


B 4 Enter 
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| 1 5 Enter Chamberlain. 


Gads. What ho, Chamberlain? 

Chamb. At hand, quoth Pick Purſe. 

- Gads. That's even as fair, as at hand, quoth 
the Chamberlain; for thou varieſt no more from 
picking of Purſes, than giving Direction doth from 
labouring. Thou lay ſt the Plot, how. 

Chamb. Good morrow Maſter Gads-hill, it holds 
currant that I rold you yeſternight. There's a Fran- 
klin in the wild of Kent , hath brought three hundred 
Marks with him in Gold; 1 heard him tell it to 
one of his Company laſt Night at Supper; a kind of 
Auditor , one that hath abundance of Charge too , 
God knows what; they areup already , and call for 
Eggs and Butter. They will away preſently. 

Gads. Sitrah, if they meet not with S. Nicholas 
Clarks, I'll give thee this Neck. 

Chamb. No, I'll none of it: I prithee keep that 
for the Hangman; for I know thou worlhip ſt S. 
Nicholas as truly as a Man of Falſhood may. 

Gads. What talk'ſt thou to me of the Hangman? 
If 1 hang I'll make a fat Pair of Gallows. For if I 
hang, old Sir Fobn hangs with me, and thou know'ſt 
he's no Starveling. Tut, there ate other Trojans 
that thou dream'it not of, the which, for Sport 
ſake, are content to do the Profeſſion ſome Grace; 
that would, if Matters ſhould be look'd into, for 
their own Credit ſake, makeall whole. Iam join'd 
with no Foot- Land - Rakers, no Long - Staff fix 
Penny Strikers, none of thoſe mad Muſtachio-pur- 
ple-hu'd Malt- worms, but with Nobility and Tran- 
quility, Burgomaſters, and great Oneyers, ſuch as 
can hold in; ſuch as will ſtrike ſooner than ſpeak ; 
and ſpeak ſooner than drink, and drink ſooner than 
pray; and yet I lye, for they pray continually = 

| eit 


Sr: JOHN FALSTAFF. 2F 


their Saint the Common-wealth ; or rather, not 
pra to her, for they ride up and down on her, 
make het their Boots. 

Chamb. What, the Commn · wealth their Boots? 
Will ſhe hold out Water in foul Way? 

Gads. She will, ſhe will; Juſtice bach liquor d her. 
We ſteal, as in a Caſtle, Cock ſure; we have the 
Receipt of Fern- ſeed, we walk inviſible. | 

Chamb. Nay , 1 think rather, you are more be- 
holding te the Night, than the Fern- ſeed, for your 
walking inviſible. | <5 

Gads. Give me thy Hand. 

Thou ſhalt have a Share in our Purpoſe, 
As I am true Man. | 

Chamb. Nay , rather let me have it, as you ate 
a falſe Thief. | 

Gads. Go to, Homo is a common Name to all 
Men. Bid the Oftler bring the Gelding out of 
the Stable. Farewel, ye muddy Knave. | Exeunt. 


8 G E. NN Fm 
Euter Prince Henry, Poins and Peto. 
e, e 
Come Shelter, Shelter, I have removed Falſtaff's 
Hotſe, and he frets like a gumm'd Velvet. 
P. Henry. Stand cloſe. 


Enter Falſtaff, 


Fal. Poins, Poins, and be hang'd Poins ? 

P. Henry, Peace ye fat- kidney d Raſcal ; what a 
bawling doſt thou keep? 

Fal. What Poins , Hal? 

Prince. He is walk'd up to the Topofthe Hill, 
I'll go ſeek him. B 5 


Fal. 


* 
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Fal. I am accurſt to rob in that Thief's Com- 
pany: That Raſcal hath remov'd my Horſe, and 
ty'd him I know not where. If I travel but four 
Foot by the Square further afoot , I ſhall break my 
Wind. Well, I doubt not but to die a fair Death 
For all this ,, if I 'ſcape hanging for killing that 
Rogue. I have forſworn his Company hourly any 
time this two and twenty Year, and yet 1 am 
bewircht with the Rogue's Company. If the Raſcal 
have not given me Medicines to make me love 
him, I'll be hang! d; it could not be elſe; I have 
drunk Medicines. Points, Hal, a Plague upon you 
both. Bardolph , Peto ; I'll ſtarve e're I rob a 
Foot further. An 'twere not as good a Deed as 
to drink , to turn True man, and to leave theſe 
Rogues, I am the verieſt Varlet that ever chew'd 
with a Tooth. Eight Yards of uneven Ground, 
is threeſcore and ren Miles afoot with me; and 
the ſtony hearted Villains know it well enough. A 
plague upon't , when Thieves cannot be true one 
ro another. [ They whiſtle. 
Whew , a Plague light upon you all. Give memy 
— you Rogues, give me my Horſe, and be 

ng'd. 

5. Henry. Peace ye fat Guts, lye down, lay 
thine Ear cloſe to the Ground, and liſt if thou 
can bear the Tread of Travellers. 4 

Fal. Have you any Leavers to lift me up agai 
being down T not bear mine own Piel N b 
afoot again, for all the Coin in thy Father's Ex- 

ner. What ap mean ye to colt me thus? 
P. Henry. Thou lieſt, thou art not colted, thou 
e 0 Nit Hat ; bet 
1 pn 5 3 me to 
* ck _ King's Son. a 
0 Out you Rogue , ſhall I be your 
Dee) 7 You IO 2 Y 
| Fal. 
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Fal. Go hang thy ſelt in thy own Heir-apparen® 
Garters ; if I be ta'en, I'll peach for this. An TI 
have not Ballads made on you all , and ſung to 
filthy Tunes, let a Cup of Sack be my Poilon : 
when a Jeſt is fo forward, and afoot too, I hate it. 


Enter Gads-hill and Bardolph. 


Cad. Stand. 
Fal. So I do againſt my Will. | 
Pains. O tis our Setter, I kavww his Voice: 


Fel. To be hang'd. 
P. Henry. You four ſhall front them in the nar- 
row Lane; Ned and I will walk lower; if they 


ſcape from your encounter, then they light on us. 


Peto, But how many be of them ? 
Cad. Some eight or ten. | 

Fal. Will they not rob us? 

P. Henry, What, a Coward, Sir John Pazuch 2 

Fal. Indeed I am not Fohn of Gaunt , your Grand- 
father; but yet no Coward , Hal. 

P. Henry. Weil leave that to the Proof. 

Point. Sitrah, Jack, thy Horſe ſtands behind the 
Hedge, when thou need him, there ſhalt thou 
find him; farewel, and ſtand faſt. 

Fal. Now cannot I ſtrike him if l ſhould be hang d. 

P. Henry. Ned, where are our Diſguiſes? 

his dole 
En- 


Poins. Here hard by: Stand cloſe. 
Fal. Now my Maſters, happy Man be 
ſay I: every Man to his B . 
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Emer Travellers. 


Trav. Come, Neighbour ; the Boy ſhall lead our 
Horſes down the Hill: We'll walk afoot awhile, 


and caſe our Legs. 
Thieves. Stay. | 
Trav. Jeſu bleſs us. . | 
Fal. Strike; down with them, cut the Villains 

Throats ; ah ! whorſon Caterpillars; Bacon-fed 

Knaves , they hate us Youth ; down with them, 


fleece them. 
Trav. O, we are undone , both we and ours 


for ever. AS REA 

Fal. Hang ye y ves, are you un- 
done? No ye fat Thus I would your ae 
here. On Bacons on, what ye Knaves ? Young Men 
muſt live: you are Grand Juroxs ? We'll jure ye 
1 faith, Here they rob them and bind them , 


Enter Prince Henry and Poins. 


P. Henry. The Thieves have bound the True-men: 
Now could thou and I rob the Thieves and go 
merrily to London, it would be A ent for a 
Week , Laughter for a Month, and a good Jeſt 


for ever. | | 
Point. Stand cloſe, I hear them coming. 


Enter Thieves again. 

Fal. Come my Maſters , let us ſhare, and then 
to Horſe before Day; an the Prince and Poins be 
not two arrant Cowards , there's no equity ſtirring. 
There's no more Yalour in that Poins, than in a 


wild Duck. F.. 
P. Hemy. Your Mony. | Poins. 
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* 
Poing. Villains. | 
A they are ſharing , the Prince and Poins ſet upon 

them. They all runaway leanny the Br einem 

P. Henry. Got with much caſe. Now merri 
to Horſe: The Thieves are ſcattered, and — 
with feat ſo ſtrongly, that they dare not meet; 
each other; each takes his Fellow for an Officer. 

Away good Ned, F. ale ſweats to Death , and 
Like lean Earth as he walks along; wer't not 
for laughing, I ſhould pity him. | 

| Poins, How the Rogue toar d. [ Exeunt. 


CE NE III 
Enter Hot-ſpu r ſolus, reading a Kaas; 


Bur for mine own Part, my Lord I could be wel 
contented to be there, in reſped of the love I bear your 
Houſe. He could be contented: Why is he nor 
then? In reſpect of the love he bears our Houſe — 
He ſhews in this, he loves his own Barn better 
than he loves our Houſe. Let me ſee ſome more. 
The purpoſe you undertake is ous, Why that's 
certain: Tis dangerous to a cold, to leep, 
to drink ; but I tell you, = Lord Fool, out of 
this Nettle , Danger; we pluck this Flower, Safety. 
— urpoſe you . u dangerous , the Friends 

ave named uncertain , the time it ſelf unſorted, 
9 whole Plot too light , for the counperpoixe 
of [o great an Oppoſition. Say you ſo , ſay you ſo? 
y unto you again , you area ſhallow cowardly 
Hind , and you K. What a lack- brain is this? I 
proceſt our Plot is as good a _ as erer Was 

id ; our Friends true and conſtant: A good Plot , 
good Friends, and full of Expectation. An excel- 
ent Plot, very good Friends. What a Froſty-ſpi- 
tited Rogue is is abs? Why, my Lord of — 


30 K. HENRY IV. XK 
mends the Plot, and the general Couxſe of the 


Action. By this Hand , if I were now. by this 
1 conld brain him with with his Lady's | 


* 
Fan. Is there not my Father, my Uncle, and my 
Lord E Mortimer, my Lord of York , 
and Owen Glendower > Is there not beſides , the 
7 > Have I not all their Letters, to meet 
in Arms by the ninth of the next Month? 
ſome of them ſet forward al- 
ready? What a Pagan Rat 
u ſhall ſee now in very fincetity of Fear 
and cold Heart, will he to the King, and lay 
open all our Proceedings. O, I could drvide m 
ſelf, and go to buffers , for moving ſuch a Diſh 
of Skim'd-Milk with ſo honourable an Action. 
Hang him, let him tell the King, we are prepared, 
I will ſet forwards to night. 


Enter Lady Percy. 


.» Kate ! I mult leave you within theſe 
wage” wh id Lead h bus al 

. Lady, Omy „ Why ate you thus alone? 

For what Offence have I this — been 

A baniſh' d Woman from my Harry's Bed? 

Tell me, ſweet Lord, what is t that takes fromthee 

Thy Stomach» , Pleaſute, and thy golden Sleep I 

Why doſt thou bend thy Eyes upon the Earth? + 

And ftarz ſo oſten when thou ſitt'ſt alone? 

Why haſt thou loſt the freſh Blood in thy Checks? 

And given my Treaſuses and. my Rights of thee , 

To theek-ey*>d Muſing, and curſt Melancholly 2 

In thy faine Shur bers , I by thee have watcht, 

And heard thee mu- mur Tales of Iron Wars: 

Speak terms of to thy bounding Steed, 

Cry Courage to the Field. And thew haſt talk'd 
Sallies, aud Reures , Trenches , . 


Raſcal is this? An Infidel. 


— 
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Of Palifadoes , Frontiers, Parapets ; | 
Of Baſilisks, of Cannon , Culverin, | 
Of Priſoners Ranſom , and of Soldiers ſlain, 
And all the current of a heady fight. 
Thy Spirit within thee hath been ſo at War, 
And thus hath ſo beſtirr'd thee in thy Sleep, 
That Beds of Sweat have ſtood upon thy Brow , 
Like Bubbles in a late diſturbed Stream; - 
And in thy Face ſtrange motions have appear'd , 
Such as — ſee when Men reſtrain their Breath. | 
On ſome great ſudden haſte. O what Pottents are 
theſe? | 

Some heavy Buſineſs hath my Lord in Hand, 
And I muſt know it; elſe he loves me not. 

Hot. What ho; is Gilliams with the Packet gone? 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. He is, my Lord, an Hour agoue, | 
Hot. Hath Butler brought thoſe Horſes from 
the Sheriff? 
Serv. One Horſe, my Lord, he brought even now. 
Hot. What Horſe? A Roan, a Crop- ear, is it not? 

Serv. It is, my Lord. 

Hot. That Roan ſhall be my Throne. Well, I 
will back him ſtreight. Eſperance , bid Butler lead 
him forth into the Park. | | 

Lady. But hear you , my Lord ? 

Hot, What ſay'ſt thou, my Lady? 

Lady. What is it that carries you away ? 

Hor. Why, my Hotſe , my Love, my Horſe. 

Lady. Out you mad-headed Ape, a Weazel hath 
not ſuch a deal of Spleen, as you are toſt with. In 
ſooth I'll know your Buſineſs, Harry, that I will. 
I fear my Brother Adortimer doth ſtit about his Title, 
and hath ſent for you to line his Enterpriſe. But 

ot. 
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Hot. So far afoot, I ſhall be weary , Love. 

Lady. Come, come, you Pataquio , anſwer 
me directly unto this Queſtion , that I ſhall ask. 
Indeed I'll break thy little Finget, if thou wilt 
not tell me true. 

Hot. Away, away, you Trifler: Love! I love 

thee not , ; 
I care not for thee , Kate ; this is no World 
To play with Mammets , and to tilt with Lips. 
We muſt have bloody Noſes, and crack d Crowns 
And paſs them currant — Gods me, my Horſe. 
What ſay'ſt thou, Kate ? What would'ſt thou 
bave with me? 

Lady. Do ye not love me? Do you not indeed? 
Well, do not then. For ſince you love me not, 
I will not love my ſelf. Do you not love me ? 
Nay, tell me if thou ſpeak'ft in jeſt or no? 

Hot. Come, wilt thou ſee me ride? 

And when I am a Horſe-back , I will ſwear 
I love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kate, 
I muſt not have you henceforth queſtion me, 
Whither I go; nor reaſon whereabour. 
Whither I muſt , I muſt ; and to conclude , 
This Evening muſt I leave thee , gentle Kate. 
I know you wiſe , but yet no further wiſe 
Then Harry Percy's Wite, Conſtant you are, 
But yet a Woman; and for Secreſie, 

No Lady cloſer: For I will believe, 

Thou wilt not utter what thon doſt not know ; 
And ſo fat will I rruſt thee , gentle Kate. 

Lady. How ſo far? Im 

Hot. Not an Inch further. But hatk you Kate, 
Whither I go, thither ſhall you go too: 

To Day will I fer forth, to morrow you. 
Will this content you Kate ? | 
Lady. It mult of force, x [ Exeunt, 
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9 Prince Henry and Poins. 


Prince Henry. 


Ned , prethee come out of that fat room, and 
end me thy Hand to laugh a little. 

Poins. Where haſt been, Pal? 

Pp. Henry. With three or four crheads , 
amongſt three or fourſcore Hog - I have 
ſounded the very baſe ſtring of Humility. - Sicrah , 
I am ſworn Brother to a Leaſh of Drawers , and 
can call them by their Names, as Tom, Dick , and 
Francis, They take jt alteady upon their Confi- 
dence , that though I be but Prince of Wales, yet 


1am the King of Curteſie; telling me flatly, I am 


not proud like Fack Faiftaff ,. but a Corinthian," a Lad 
of mettle , a good Boy; and when I am. King of 
England , I ſhall command all the good Lads in 
Eaſtcheop. They call drinking deep, dying Scarlet; 
and when you break in your 2 u they 
cry Pem, and bid you play it off. To conclude , 


lam ſo good a Proficient in one quarter of an Hour; 


that I can drink with any Tinker in his own Language 
during my Life. I tell thee Ned, thou halt lot 
much Honour, that thou wert not with me in this 
Action; but ſweet Ned, to ſweeten which Name 
of Ned, I give thee this Pennyworth of Sugar, 
clapt even now into my Hand by au under Skinker , 
one that never ſpake othet Eng'iſb in his Life, then 
Eight Shillings and Six Pence, and, You are welcome 
Sir: With this ſhrill Addition, «Anon Sir, «Aon 
Sir, Score a Pint of Baſtrd in the Half Moon, or ſo. 
But Ned, to drive away time till Falſtaff come, I 
ptethce do thou ſtand in ſome by-Room , while I 

| C queſtion 
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queſtion my puny Drawer , to what cnd he gave 
me the Sugar, and do never leave calling Francs , 
that his Tale to me may be nothing but, Anon: 
Step aſide , and I'll ſhew thee a preſident, 
Poms. Francis ! 
P. Henry. Thou art perfect. 


Points. Francs ! 


iter Francis the Drawer. 


Fran. Anon, anon Sir; look down into the 
Pomgranet , Ralph. 
P. Henry. Come hither 3 Francis. 
Fran. My Lord. | 
P. Henry. How long haſt thou to ſerve, Francu ? 
Fran. Forſooth fire Years „ and as much as to 
Poms, Francis |! | | 
Fran. Anon , anon Sir, 
P. Henry, Five Years z Berlady , a long Leaſe 
For the clinking of Pewter. But Franc, dateſt 
thou be ſo valiant, as to play the Coward with my 
Indenture , and ſhew it a fair pait of Heels , 
rn from it: | 
Fran. O Lord, Sir, I'll be ſworn upon all the 
Books in England, I could find in my Heart 
Poins. Francis ! 
Fran. Anon z anon Sir. 
P. Henry, How old art thou, Francis ? 
Fran. Let me ſee, about Michaelmas next Ifhall be 
Poins. Francis 
Fran. Anon Sir; pray uu ſtay a little, my Lord. 
P. Henry. Nay , but hark you Frauch, for the 
Sugar thou gaveſt me, *rwas a Pennyworth , was 't 
not? | | 
Fran. O Lord, Sir, I would it had been two. 
P. Henry. I will givethee for it a thouſand Pound: 
ask me when thou wilt, and thou ſhalt have it. 
5 Poins, 
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Point. Frames, 
Fran. Anon » anon. 
P. Henry. Anon, Francis? No, Francis, bat to 
morrow Francs; or Francis , on Thurſday \, ot in- 

deed Francs, when thou wilt. But Francis ? 

Fran. My Lord. 

P. Henry. Wilt thou rob this leathern Jerkin , 
Chriſtal Button, Not- pated, Aga-tring , Pukeſtock- 

ing, Caddice - Garter, Smooth-rongue,Speniſh Pouch? 
Fran. O Lord, Sit, who do you mean? 
P. Henry. Why then your brown Baſtard is your 
only Drink; for look you, Francis, your white 
Canvas Doubler will fully. In Barbary , Sit, it 
cannot come to ſo much. | 

Fran. What, Sir? 

Poins, Francis ! them call? 

P. Henry. Away you Rogue , doſt thou heat 
Here they both call, the Drawer ſtands amazed , not 
' knowing which way to go. EY 


Enter Numer. 


Vint, What, ſtand'ſt thou ſtill, and hear'ſt ſuch 
a calling? Look to the Gueſt within: My Lord, 
old Sir ohn with half a Dozen more are at the 
Door; ſhall I let them in? 

P. Henry. Let them ane a while, and chen 
open the Doot. Poins ! | 


Enter Poins. 


Poins. Anon, anon, Sir, | 
P. Henry. Sitrah , Falſtaff and the teſt of the 
Thieves ate at the Door; ſhall we be merry? 
Point. As merry as Crickets my Lad. But hatk 
ye, what cunning Match have you made with this 
Jeſt of the Drawer? Come, what's the Iſſue? - 
e 2 . 
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P. Henry. Iam now of all Humours , that have 
ſhew'd themſelves Humours, ſince the old Days 
of Goodman Adam, to the Pupil Age of this preſent 
twelve a Clock at Midnight. | 
What's a Clock, Francis ? 

Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. | 

P. Henry. That ever this Fellow ſhould have 

fewer Words than a Parrot , and yet the Son of a 
Woman. His Induſtry is up Stairs and down Stairs ; 
his Eloquence the parcell of a Reckoning. I am not 
pet of Percy's Mind, the Hot-ſpur of the North; 
ae that kills me ſome fix or ſeven Dozen of Scots 
at a Breakfaſt , waſhes his Hands and ſays to his 
Wife, Fie upon this quiet Life, I wane Work. 
O my ſweet Harry, ſays ſhe, how many haſt thou 
kill'd ro Day? Give my roan Horſea Drench, ſays 
he, and anſwets, ſome fourteen, an Hour after ; 
a Trifle , a Trifle. I prithee call in Falſtaff , V1! 
play Percy, and that damn'd Brawn ſhall play Dame 
Mortimer his Wife. Rivo, ſays the Drunkard, Call 
in Ribs; call in Tallow. | 


Enter Falſtaff, 


Poins. Welcome Fack , where haſt thou been? 

Fal. A plague of all Cowards , I fay , and a 
Vengeance too, matty and Amen. Give me a Cup 
of Sack, Boy. E'er J lead this Life long, F'1l ſow - 
nether-Socks , and mend them too. A plague of 
all Cowards. Give me a Cup of Sack , Rogue. 
Is there no Virtue extant ? 

P. Henry. Didſt thou never ſee Titan kiſs a Diſh 
of Butter, pitiful hearted Titan, that melted at the 
ſweet Tale of the Sun? If thou didſt, then behold. 
that Cornpound, | N 

Fal. You Rogue, here's Lime in this Sack too; 
ch ere is nothing but Roguery to be found in 2 
Ee Y * 
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Man; yet a Coward is worſe than a Cup of Sack 
with Lime. A villainous Coward go thy ways 
old ach, die when thou wilt, if Manhood, 
Manhood be not forgot upon the Face ofthe Earth, 
then am I a ſhotten Herring : There lives not three 
good Men unhang d in England , and one of them 
is fat, and grows old, God help the while, a bad 
World I ſay. I would I were a Weaver, I could 
ling all manner of Songs. A plague of all Cowards, 
I fay ſtill. | f 

P. Henry. How now Woolſach , what mutter you? 

Fal. A King's Son? If I do not beat thee out of 
thy Kingdom with a Dagger of Lath, and drive all 
thy Subjects afore thee like a Flock of wild Geeſe, 
I'll never wear Hair on my Face more. You Prince 
of Wales! | 8 

P. Henry. Why you horſon round Man! What's 
the Matter ? | | 

Fal. Are you nota Coward? Anſwer me to that, 
and Poins there? | 

P. Henry. Ye fat Paunch , an ye call me Coward, 
I'll ftab ther. oa} 

Fal. I call thee Coward ! I'll ſee thee damn'd 
e'cr I call thee Coward ; but I would give a thou- 
ſand Pound I could run as faſt as thou canſt. You 
are ſtreight enough in the Shoulders, you care not 
who ſees your Back: Call you that backing of your 
Friends ? a _ upon ſuch backipg; give me 
them that wil me. Give me a Cup of Sack, 
I am a Rogue if I drunk to Day,  _ _ 

P. Henry. O Villain, thy Lips are ſcarce wip'd 
ſince thou drunk'ſt laſ tt. 
Fal. All's one for that. [Hie drinks. 
A Plague on all Cowards, ſtill, fay J. 

. Henry. What's the Matter? ON 
Fal. What's the Matter! here be four of us, 


hare ta'en a thouſand . this Morning. 4 
Nö | 3 - 
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P. Henry. Where is it ach? Where is it? 
Fal. e _— from us, it is: a hun 
dred u r ot us. | 
= Poms. What, a hundred , Man ? | | 
Fal. I am a Rogue, if I were not at half Sword 
with a Dozen of them two Hours together. I have 
eſcap'd by Miracle, I am eight times thruſt through 
the Doublet, four through the Hoſe, my Buckler 
cut through and through , my Sword hack d like a 
Hand- ſaw ecce ſignum. I never dealt bettet ſince 
1 was a Man; all would not do. A Plague onall 
Cowards —o Let them fpeak ; if they ſpeak 
more or leſs than Truth, they are Villains and the 
Sons of Darkneſs. N | 
P, Henry. Speak Sirs , how was it? 
Gads. We four * ſome Dozen. 
Fal. Sixteen, at » my Lord. 
' Gads, And bound them. 
Peto. No, no, they were not bound. 
Fal. You Rogue they were bound , every Man 
of them, or Iam a Jew elſe, an Bbrew Jew. 
| Gads, As we were ſharing , ſome fix or ſeven 
freſh Men ſet upon us. nar 65-1 e 
Fal. And unbound the reſt, and then came in 


the other. 2 
t ye with them all? 


P. Henry, What , | 
Fal. All ) 1 know not what ye call All; ber if 
I fought not with fifty of them, 1 am a Bunch 
of Radiſh; if there were not two or 1 
upon poor old ach, then am 1 no two -legg 
Creature. ene een 

Poins, Pray Heav'n , you have not murthered 
I. = | + 

Fal. Nay , that's for. I have pep- 
per'd two of them n I have N. 
two Rogues in Buckram Suits. I tell thee what , 
Hal, if E tell thee a Lie, ſpit in my Face, call me 
1 HFHorſe; 


sr. JOHN FALSTAFF. 29 


Horſe ; thou know ſt my old Word; here I lay, 
and thus Ibore my Point; fone Rogues in Buckram 
let drive at me. 


P. Hemy. What, four ? thou ſaidſt but two, 
even now. | 
Fal. Four Hat , I told thee four. 
Poins. Ay, Ay, he faid four, | 
Fal. Theſe four came all a-front , aud mainly 
thruſt at me: I made no more ado , but took all 
their feven Points in my Target, thus. 
P. Henry. Seven > why there were but four , 
even now. 
Fal. In Buckram. 
Poins. Ay » four, in Buckram Suits. 
Fal. Seven, by theſe Hilts, or Tama Villain elſe. 
P. Henry. Prithee let him alone, we ſhall have 
mote anon. | | 
Fal. Doſt thou hear me, Hel? 
P. Henry. Ay, and mark thee to, Fack. 
Fal. Dofo, Ehen ina Theſe 
nine in Buckram , that I told thee of ==» | 
P. Henry. So, two more already. 
Fal. Their Points being broken = 
Poins. Down fell his Hole. | 
Fal. Began to give me Ground ; but I follow d 
me cloſe , came in Foot aud Hand; and with a 
1 t ſeven of the eleven I pay d. Te | 
P. O monſtraus! Eleven Buckram Men 
grown out of two! bee 
Fal. But. as the Devil would have it, three miſ- 
Knaves , in Kendal Green, came at my 


begotten 
Back „ and let drive at me,; for it was ſo dark, 


Hal, that thou cauldſt not ſoe thy Hand. 
P. Henry. Theſe Lies are like the Father 
begets them, groſs as a Mountain, open, palpa- 
ble. Why thou Claybrain'd Guts, thou Knetty-pated 


hy 
Fool, thou Horſon r _ 
. n 2 
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Fal. What, art thou mad ? Art thou mad? 1 
not the Truth, the Truth? | 
P. Henry, Why, how coul'd'ſt thou know theſe 
Men in Kendal Green, when it was ſo dark, 
thou could'ſt not ſee thy Hand? Come tell us 
your Reaſon : What ſay'ſt thou to this? 

Poins. Come, your Reaſon, fac, your Reaſon 2? 

Fal. What, upon compulſion ? No; were I at 
the Strappado , or all the Racks in the World, I 
would not tell you on Compulſion. Give you a 
Reaſon on compulſion ! If Reaſons were as plenty 
as Black- Berties, I would give no Man a reaſou 


upon Compulſion, I. | 

P. Henry. I'll be no longer guilty of this Sin. 
This ſanguine Coward , this Bed - preſſer, this Hor- 
ſeback-breaker , this huge Hill of Fleſh. - 

Fal. Away you Starveling , you Elf-skin , you 
dry'd Neats- Tongue, Bull-piſlel, you Srock-fiſh: 
O for Breath to utter. What is like thee? You 
Tailor's Yard , = Sheath , you Bow- Caſe, you 
vile ſtanding Tuck. : _ 

P. Henry. Well, breath a while, and then to't 
again; and when thou haſt tyr'd thy (elf in baſe 
Compariſons, hear me ſpeak but thus. 

Poins. Mark fac. A 
P. Hemy. We two, ſaw you fout ſet on four 
and bound them, and were Maſters oftheit Wealth: 
Mark now, how a plain Tale ſhall put yow down. 
Then did we two ſet on you four, and with a 
Word , ourfac'd 2 your Prize, and have 
ir , yea and can ſhew it you in the Houſe. And 
Falſtaff, you catry d your Guts away as nimbly, 
with as. quick Dextetity, and roar'd for Mercy, 
and ſtill ran and roar d, as ever I heard Bull- Calf. 
What a Slave art thou, to hack thy Sword as thou 
haſt done, and then ſay it was in fight? What 
Trick What Device? What ſtarting Hole canſt 
os | thou 
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thou now find out , to hide thee from this opey 
and apparent Shame? | f 1 

Poins. Come, let's hear Fack: What Trick haſt 
thou now? | 

Fal. 1 knew ye, as well as he that made ye. 
Why hear ye my Maſters, was it for me to kill 
the Heir apparent ? Should I turn upon the true 
Prince? Why , thou Knoweſt I am as valiant as 
Hercules; but beware Inſtina, the Lion will not 
touch the true Prince: Inſtinct, is a great Matter. 
I was a Coward on Ioſtin& : I ſhall think the 
better of my ſelf, and thee , during my Life; I 
for a valiant Lion , and thou for a true Prince. 
But Lads, I am glad you have the Mony. Hoſtels, 
clap too the Doots; watch to Night, pray to Mor- 
row. Gallants, Lads, Boys, Hearts of Gold, all 
the good Titles of Fellowſhip come to you. What, 
ſhall we be merry? Shall we have a Play ex- 
tempore ? 
P. Henry, Content, and the Argument ſhall be, 
thy running away. 

Fal, Ah | no more of that Hal, if thou loveſt me. 


Enter Hoſteſs. 


Hoſt. My Lord the Prince! | 

J. Henry. How now 5. my Lady the Hoſteſs, 
what ſay'{t thou to me? oh } 5 

Hoſt. Marry , my Lord, there is a Nobleman 
of the Court at Noor would ſpeak with you; he 
ſays be comes from your Father, | 

P. Henry, Give him as much as will make him 
a royal Man , and ſend him back again to my 
Mother. f 

Fal. What manner of Man is he? 

Hoſt. An old Man. | 

Fal, What doth Gravity out of his Bed at Mid- 

C 5 night? 
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night? Shall I give him his Anſwer ? 

5 Henry. Prnhee do, Jack. | 

Fal. Faith and I'll ſend him penny [ Exit, 

P. Henry. Now Sirs , you fought fair; ſo did 
you Pets, fo did you Bardo; you arc Lions too, 
you ran away upon Iuſtinct; you will not touch 
the true Prince, no, ſie. 

Bard. Faith, I ran when I faw others run. 

P. Henry. Tell me now in earneſt; how came 
Falſteff's Sword fo hackt? 

Peto. Why, be hackt it with his r, and 
ſaid , he would fwear Truth out of all England, 
but he would make you believe it was done in ſight; 
and perſuaded us to do the like. 

Bird. Yea , and tickle our Noſes with Spear- 
graſs, to make them bleed, and then beſluvber 
ove Garments wich ic, and ſwear it was the Blood 
of true Men. I did that did not theſe ſeven Years 
before , I bluſh'd ro hear his monſtrous Devices. 
P. Hey. O Villain, thou ſtolleſt a Cup of 
Sack eighteen Years ago, and wert taken with 
the Manner, and ever ſince thou haſt bluſh'd ex- 
tempore; thou hadſt Fire and Sword on thy Side, 
and yet thou rauncſt away: What inſtinct hadſt 
thou for it? 

Bard. My Lord, do you fee theſe Meteors? Do 
you behold theſe Exhalations ? 

P. Henry. I do. 

Bard. What think you they portend ? 

P. Hewy. Hot Livers , and cold Purſes. 

Bard. Choler, my Lord, ifrightly taken. 

P. Henry, No, if rightly taken, Halter. 


Enter Falſtaff, 


Here comes lean Fack , here comes Bare-bone. 
How now my ſweet Creature of Bombalt _ 
ong 
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Jong is't ago. » Jack, ſince thou faw'ſt thine own 
Knee ? 

Fal. My own Knee ? When I was about thy 
Years » Hal, 1 was got an Eagle's Talon in the 
Waſte , I could have crepe into any Alderman's 
Thumb- Ring: A of Sighing and Grief , it 
blows a Man up like a Bladder. There's villai- 
nous News abroad: Here was Sir John Braby from 
3 yau mult go to Court in the 

. The fame mad Fellow of the North , 
3 and he of Wales, that gave Amame the 
Baſtinado, and made Lucfer Cuckold, and ſwore 
the Devil bis true Liege · Man upon the Croſs of a 
Welſh-hook : What a plague call you him? | 

Poins. O, Gleudower. 

Fal. ow Owen ; the ſame, and his b 
law —— 9 and ole Northumberland and the 
ſprightly Seot af Seats, Dowglaſs , t , Horſe- 
way Hill perpendicular. 

P. Henry. He that rides at high ſpeed, and with 
a Piſtol kills a Sparrow — 
Fal. You 3 2 
P. Henry. S0 never the Sparrow. 

Fal. Well, chat Raſcal harh good Metal in him, 
be will not run. 

P. Henry. Why , what a Raſcal art thou ther, 
to praile him fo for running? 

Tel. A Hotkeback , ye Cuckow , but afoot he 
will not budge afoor. 

P. Hemp. Yes, fach, upon Inftind®, 

Fal. I grant ye, upon taſtin® : Well, he is 
there too, and one — and a thouſand blew- 
Caps more. Worceſter is ſtoll'n away by Night: 
Thy Father's Beard is turn'd white with the News: 
You my buy Land now as cheap as ſtinking Mac- 

re 

P. Henry, Then tis like „if there come a hot 
Sun; 
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Sun, and this civil buffering hold, we ſhall buy 


Maidenheads as they buy Hob-nails , by the Hun- 
bs. | | | 1M. 
mw By the Maſs , Lad, thou ſay'ſt true, it is 
like we all have good trading that Way. But 
tell me, Hal, art not thou horribly afeard ? thou 
being Heir apparent , could the World pick thee 
— — ſuch Enemies 3 that Fiend Dowglaſs, 
that Spirit Percy, and that Devil Glendower ? Arr 
thou not hortibly afraid? Doth not thy Blood thrill 
at it? | þ; ef es | 
P. Henry. Not a whit: Llack ſome of thy Inſtinct. 
Fal. Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to mot. 
row, when thou com'ſt to thy Father: If thou 
do love me, practiſe an Anſwer. 
P. Henry. Do thou ſtand for my Father, and 
examine me upon the Particulars of my Life. 
Fal. Shall 1 ? content: This Chair ſhall be my 
State, this Dagger my Scepter, and this Cuſhion 
my Crown. | | Bo 
P. Henry. Thy State is taken for a joint-Stool , 
thy golden Scepter for a leaden Dagger , and thy 
precious rich Crown for a pitifull bald Crown. 
Fal. Well, an the Fire of Grace be not quite 
out of thee , now ſhalt thou be moved. Give me 
a Cup of Sack to make mine Eyes look red, that 
it may be thought I have wept, for I muſt ſpeak 
in paſſion, and Iwill do it in King Cambyſes Vein. 
P. Henry. Well, here is my Leg. 
Fal. And hete is my Speech; ſtand aſide Nobility. 
Haoſt. This is excellent Sport, i' faith. 
Fal. Weep not, ſweet Queen , for trickling 
Tears are vain. 
Hoſt. O the Father, how he holds his Countenance? 
Fal. For God's ſake, Lords , convey my triſtful 
Queen , for Tears do ſtop the Flood-gates of her 


Eyes. | 
Hoſt, 
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Hoſt. O rare, he doth it as like one of theſe har- 


lotry Players, as ever I ſee. 

Fal. Peace good Pint-por,peace good Ticklebrain. 
Harry, I do, not only marvel , where thou ſpen- 
deſt thy time; but alſo, how thou art accompa- 
ny'd : For though the Camomil , the more it is 
trodden, the faſter it grows; yet Youth, the more 
it is waſted , the ſooner it wears. Thou art 
my Son; I have partly thy Mother's Word, part- 
ly my Opinion? bur chiefly, a villainous Trick of 
— Eye, and a fooliſh ing of thy nether 
Lip, that doth warrant me. If then thou be Son 
to me, here lyeth the Point; why, being Son to 
me, art thou ſo pointed at? Shall the bleſſed Son 
of Heav'n prove a Micher, and eat Black-berries? 
a Queſtion not to be ask'd. Shall the Son of 
England prove a Thief , and take Purſes? a Que- 
ſtion to be as d. There is a thing, Harry, which 
thou haſt often heard of, and it is known to 
many in our Land, by the Name of Pitch: This 
Pitch, as ancient Writers do report, doth defile ; 
ſo doth the Company thou keepeſt ; for Harry, 
row I do not ſpeak to thee in Drink, but in Tears; 
not in Pleaſure, but in Paſſion; not in Words on- 
ly, but in Woes alſo : and yet there is a virtuous 
Man, whom J have often noted in thy Company, 
but I know not his Name. * 

P. Henry. What manner of Man, an it like 


your Majeſty ? 


Fal. A gooodly portly Man i'faith, and r 
lent, of a chearful Look, a pleaſing Eye, a 
molt noble Carriage, and as I think, his Age 
ſome fifty, or, by'rlady, inclining to threeſcore; 
and now I remember me, his name is Falſtaff: If 
that Man ſhould be lewdly given, he deceives me; 
for Harry, I ſee Virtue in his Looks, If then the 
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Tree may be known by the Fruit, as the Fruit by 


the Tree, then peremtotily I ſpeak it, thereis Vir. 
tue in that Falſtaff 3 him with , the reſt ba- 
niſh. And tell me now, thou naughty Varlet, 


tell me, where haſt thou been this Month? 


P. Henry. Doſt thou ſpeak like a King ? Do 


thou ſtand for me, and I'll play my Father, 


Fal. Depoſe me! if thou doſt it half fo gravely, 
ſo majeſtically , both in Word and Matrer , hang 
me op by the Heels for a Rabber-ſucker , or a 
Poukerers Hare. 

. Henry. Well, here I am ſer. 

Fal. And here I ſtand ;- judge, my Maſters, 

P. Henry. Now Harry, whence come you 2 

Fal. My noble Lord from Eaſt· cheap. 

P. Henry. The Complaints I heat of thee are 
grievous. 

Fal. I faith » my Lord , they are falſe, Nay, 
III tickle ye for a 8 

P. Henry. Sweareſt » Ungracious Boy ? 
Henceforth ne er look on me; thon art viokently 
carry'd away from Grace ; there's a Devil haunts 
thee, in the likeneſs of a fat old Man; a Tun of 
Man is thy Companion : Why doſt thou converſe 
with that Trunk of Humours , that Bouking- 
Hutch of Beaſtlineſs, that ſwoln Parcel of Drop- 
fies, that huge Bombard of Sack, chat tak . 

of Guts, that roſted Manning-Tree Ox wirh 
the Puddings in his Belly, that reverend Vice, 
that grey Iuiquity , that Father Rnfkan , that 
Vanity in Yeats ; wherein is he good, but to 
taſte Sack and drink it? Wherein neat and cleanly , 
bur to carvea and eat it? Wherem cunning , 


but in Craft? Wherein crafty. but in Villany ? 
wherein villainous but in all things? wherein wor- 
oo but in nothing . 

al. I would your Grace would take me with 
you: 


* 
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you: What means your Grace? 

P. Henry. That villainous abominable Miſ-leader 
of Youth Falflaff , that old white bearded Sathan. 

Fal. My Lord, the Man I know. 

P. Henry. I know thou dolt, 

Fal. But to ſay, I know more harm in him 
than in my ſelf , were to ſay more than I know. 
That he is old the more's the pity , his white 
Hairs do witneſs it; But chat he is, ſaving your 
Reverence , a Whore-maſter , that I utttetly deny. 
If Sack aud Sugarbea Fault, Heav 'n help the Wio- 
ked: If ro be old and merry, be a Sin, chen ma- 
ny a Hoſt that I kuow is damn'd: If to be fat, 
be to be hated , then Pharoab's lean Kine ate to 
be lov'd. No, my good Lord, baniſh Peto, ba- 
niſh Bardolph , baniſh Poms ; bur for ſweet Fack 
Falſtaff, kind Jack Falſtaff , true fact Falſtaff , va- 
liant Fack Falſtaff , and therefore more valiant , 
being as he is old Fack Falſtoff , baniſh not him 
thy Harry's Company , baniſh not him thy Harry's 
8 ; baniſh plump fact, and baniſh all the 
World. 

% Henry. Ido . I will. 


Enter Bardolph running. 


Zard. O, my Lind, my Lord, the Shetiff with 
a moſt monſtrous Watch, is at the Door. 


Fal. Out you Rogue, out the Play: Ihave 
much to fy ia the bebelfel that Fall- | 
Enter the Hoſteſs, 


Hoſt, O, my Lord, my Lord. 

Fal. Heigh, heigh, the Devil tides upon a Fid- 
dle-ſtick: What's the Matter ? . | 

Hoſt, The Sheriff and all the Watch ate at the 


Door: 
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Door: they are come to ſearch the Houſe, ſhall 
I ler them in? be | 
Fal. Doſt thou hear, Hal? never call a true 
Piece of Gold a Countertcit : Thou art eflentially 
mad, without ſeeming ſo. _ x 

P. Hemy. And thou a natural Coward, without 
Inſtinct. | | 
Fal. I deny your Major; if you will deny the 


Sheriff, ſo; if not, let him enter. If I become 


not a Cart as well as another Man, a plague on 
my bangs up; 1 hope I ſhall as ſoon be ſtran- 
gled with a Halter, as another. 


P. Hemy. Go hide thee behind the Arras, the 


reſt walk above. Now my Maſters , for a true 
Face and good Conſcience. 
Fal. Both which I have had; but their Date is 
out, and therefore I'll hide me. 
| [ Exeunt Falſtaff, Bardolph , Cc. 
P. Henry. Call in the Sheriff. 


Enter Sheriff and the Carrier. 


P. Henry. Now Maſter Sheriff , what is your 
Will with me? | 
Sher. Firſt, patdon me, my Lord. A Hue and 
Cry hath follow d certain Meu unto this Houle, 
P. Henry. What Men? * 
Sher. One of them is well known, my gracious 
Lord 5 A groſs fat Man. J 0 
Car. As fat as Butter. al: Aut 
P. Henry. The Man, I do aſſure you is not here, 
For I my ſelf at this time have imploy d him; 
Aud, Sheriff, I will engage my Word to thee, 
That I will, by to Morcow Dinner time, 
Send him to anſwer thee, or any Man, 
For any thing he ſhall be charg'd withal: 
And ſo let me intreat you leave the Houle, . 1 
f N $ * 
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Sher. Iwill, my Lord; there ate two Gentlemen 
Have in this Robbery loſt three hundred Marks. 
P. Henry. It may be fo ; if he have robb'd 
theſe Men 2 — 
He ſhall be anſwerable; and ſo farewell. 
Sher. Good Night, my noble Lord. 


P. Henry. I think it is good Morrow, is it not? 
Sher. Indeed , my Lord, I think it be two a 
P. Henry. This oily Raſcal is known as well as 
Pauls ; go call him forth. 
Peto. Falſtaff > Faſt aſleep behind the Arras, and 
ſnorting like a Horſe. I | 
P. Henry. Hark, how hard he fetches his Breath 


ſeatch his Pokets. 


} f He ſearcheth his Pockets, and findeth certain Papers. 
Henry. What haſt thou found? 
Peto. Nothing but Papers, my Lord. 
P. Henry. Let's ſee, what be they ? read them. 
Peto. Item, a Capon; 25. 5.2 d. 
hem , Sawce , 4 d. 
tem, Sack, two Gallons, 55. 4d. 
lem, Anchoves and Sack after Supper, 2 5. 6d. 
Item, Bread, ob. , | 
P. Henry. O monſtrous , but one half Penny- 


worth of Bread to this intolerable deal of Sack ? 


What there is elſe , keep cloſe , we'll read ir at 
more advantage, there let him ſleep till Day. I'll 
to the Court in the Morning: We muſt all to the 
Wars „ and thy Place ſhall be honourable. I'll 
procure this fat Rogue a 2 of Foot, and I 
know his Death will be a March of Twelveſcore. 


The Mony ſhall be paid back again with Advan- 
tage. Be with me betimes in the Morning; and 
ſo good mortow, Pete. 

Peto, Good morrow ; good my Lord, ¶ Exeunt. 


D ACT. 
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Enter Hot - ſpur, Worceſter , Lord Morti- 
| mer, and Owen Glendower. 


( Aortimer. 


Heſe eee 150 , 7 * ſure, 

1 And our Induction full of proſperous hope. 
Hot. Lord Mortimer, and Couſin —— 
Will you ſit down? 

And Uncle Worceſter === A 

I haye forgot the Map. 

Glend. No , here it is; : 

Sit Couſin Percy, fit good Couſin Hotſpur : 

For by that Name , as oft as Lancaſter 

Doth 3 his Checks look pale, and 

wit | 

A riſing figh , he wiſheth you in Heav'n. 

Hot, And you in Hell, as oft as be hears Owen 
Glendower ſpoke of. 

| Glend, I cannot blame him; at my Nativity, 
The front of Heav'n was full of ficry Shapes , 
Of burning Creſſets; and at my Birth, 
The frame and foundation of the Earth 
Shak'd like a Coward, 

Hot. Why fo it would, have done at the ſame 
Seaſon , if your Mother's Cat had but kitten'd , 
though your ſelf had never been born. 

Glend. I ſay the Earth did ſhake when I was born. 

Hot, And J ſay the Earch was not of my 


plague upon it, 
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If you fuppole , as fearing you, it ſhodk. | 


Glend. The Heavens were all on fire, the Earth 


did tremble. 3 | 
Hot. Cs then the Earth ſhook to ſee the Heavens 
On Ces, at | g | 
And not in fear of your Nativity. 
Diſcaſed Nature oftentimes breaks forth _ 
In ſtrange Eruptions ; and the teeming Earth _ 
Is with a kind of Cholick pinch'd and vet, 
By the impriſoning of unruly Wind 3 
Within her Womb; which for enlargement ſtriving, 
Shakes the old Beldam Earth, and tumbles down 
Steeples , and moſs-grown Towers. At your Birth, 
Our Grandam Earth, having this Diſtempetature, 
In paſſion ſhook. | 
Glend, Couſin ; of many Men | 
I do not bear theſe Croſſings: Give me leave 
To tell you once again, that at my Birth 
The front of Heav'n was full of fiery tes 
The Goats ran from the Mountains, and the Herds 
Were ſtrangely clamorous to the frighted Fields: 
Theſe Signs have mark'd me extraordinary , 
And all the Courſes of my Life do ſhew , 
I am not in the Roll of common Men. 
Where is the Living , clipt in with the Sea, 
That chides the Banks of England, Scotland, Wales ; 
Which calls me Pupil , or hath read to me ? 
And bring him out, that is but Woman's Son, 
Can trace me in the tedious ways of Art, 
And hold me pace in deep Experiments. 
Hot. I think there's no Man ſpeaks better Welſh; 
I'll to dinner. | 4 ( mad: 
Mort. Peace, Couſin Percy, you will make him 
Glend, I can call Spirits from the vaſty Deep. 
Hot. Why, ſo can I, or ſo can any Man: 


But will they come, when you do call for them? 
D 2 Glend, 
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Glend, Why, I can teach thee , Couſin , to 
command the Devil. | 
Hot. And I cau teach thee , Couſin , to ſhame 
Ti the Devil 5 
By telling Truth. Tell Truth, and ſhame the Devil. 
If thou have Power to raiſe him, bring him hither , 
And I'll be ſworn, I have Power to ſhame him hence. 
Oh, while you live, tell Truth, and ſhame the Devil. 
Mont. Come, come, no more of this unprofitable 
t. 5 head 
Glend. Three times hath Henry Bulingbroke made 
Againſt my. Power; thrice from the Banks of ye, 
And Sandy-bottom'd Severn , have I ſent him, 
Bootleſs home , and Weather-beaten back. 
Hot. Home , without Boots, and in foul Wea- 
ther too? 
How ſcapes he Agues in the Devil's Name? 
Glend. Come, here's the Map: Shall we divide 
our Right, 
According to our threefold ordet talen? 
Mort. The Arch-Deacon hath divided it 
Into three Limits, very equally: | 
England 5 from Trent 3 and Severn hitherto, 
By South and Eaſt, is to my part aſſiga'd: 
All Weſtward , Wales, beyond the Severn ſhore , 
And all the fertile Land within that bound, | 
To Owen Glendower ; and dear Coz to you 
The remnant Northward, lying off from Trent. 
And our Indentures Tripartite are drawn: 
Which being ſealed enterchangeably; 
A Bufineſs that this Night may execute, 
To mor:ow , Couſin Percy, you and I, 
And my good Lord of Worceſter , will ſet forth, 
To meer your Fathet, and the Scottiſh Power, 
As is 2 us at Shrewsbury. 
My Father. Glendowly. is not ready yet, 
Nor ſhall we need his help theſe fourteen Days: 
Within 


Ry” 
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Within that ſpace, you may have drawn together. 

Your 2 neighbouring GS. 
Glend, A ſhorter time ſhall ſend me to you, Lords: 

And in my Conduct ſhall your Ladies come, 

From whom you now mult {teal , and rake no leave, 

For there will be a World of Water ſhed, 

Upon the parting of your Wives and you. 

Hot. Methinks my Moity, north from Burton here, 
In quantity equals not one of yours ; 
See , how this River comes me cranking in, 

And cuts me from the beſt of all my Land, 
A huge half Moon, a monſtrous Cantle out. 
I'll have the Current in this place damn'd up: 
And here the (mug, and Silver Frent (hall run 
In a new Channel, fair and evenly : 

It ſhall not wind with ſuch a _ Indent, 

To rob me of ſo rich a bottom here. 

Glend. Not wind? It ſhall, it muſt, you ſee it doth. 

Mort. Vea, but matk how he bends his Courſe, 
And runs me up · withlike advantage on the other fide, 
Gelding the oppoſed Continent as much, 

As on -% other fide it takes from you. 

Wor. Yea, but a little Charge will trench him here; 
And on this North ſide win this Cape of Land, 
And then he runs ſtraight and even. | 

Hot. I'll have it ſo, a little Charge will do it. 

Glend, I'll not have it alter'd. | 

Hot. Will not you? 

Glend, No, nor you ſhall not. 

Hot, Who ſhall ſay me nay? 

Glend, Why, that will I. (in Welſh. 

Hot. Let me not underſtand you then, ſpeak it 

Glend, Ican ſpeak Engliſh , Lord, as well as you. 
For I was train'd up in the Engliſh Court: 
Where , being but young, I framed to the Harp 
Many an Engliſh Ditty , lovely well, 


And gaye the Tongue a rn Ornament; 8 
| | D z | 
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A Virtue that was never ſeen in you, 
Hot. Marry, and Lam glad ot it with all my Heart. 
1 had rather be a Kitten, and cry mew, 
Thau one of theſe ſame Meeter · ballad- mongers. 
J had rather hear a Brazen Candleſtick tun d, 
Or a dry Wheel grate on the Axel- tree, 
And that would ſet my Teeth on Edge, 
Nothing ſo much as mincing Poetry ; 
'Tis like the forc'd Gate of a ſhuffling Nag. 
Glend. Come, you ſhall have Trentturn'd, 
Hot. Ido not care; I'll give thrice ſo much Land 
To any well-deſerving Friend; 
But in the way of Bargain, mark ye me, 
T'll cavil on the ninth part of a Hair. 
Are the Indentures drawn ? Shall we be gone? 
Glend. The Moon ſhines fair, 
You may away by Night: | 
I'll haſte the Writer; and withal, 175 
Break with your Wives, of your departute hence: 
I am afraid my Daughter will run mad. 
So much the doteth en her Mortimer. [ Exit, 
Mort. Fie, Couſin Percy, how you croſs my Father. 


Hot. I cannot chuſe; ſometimes he augers me, 


With telling me of the Moldwarpand the Ant, 

Of the Dreamer Merlin, and his Prophecies ; 

And of a Dragon, and a finnleſs Fiſh , 

Aclip-wing'd Griffin, and a moulten Raven, 

A couching Lion, and a ramping Cat, 

And ſuch a deal of skimble-skamble Stuff, 

As puts me from my Faith. I tell you what, 

He held me up laſt Night, atleaſt nine Hours, 

In reck ning up the ſeveral Devils Names, | 

That were his Lackeys: - 

I cry'd hum, and well, go too, 

But mark'd him not a word. O, he is as tedious 

As a tired Horſe, or as a railling Wife, 

Worle than a fmoaky Houſe. I had rather live 
: With 
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With Cheeſe and Gatlick in a Windmill far, 
Than feed on Cates, and have him talk to me, 
In any Summer-houfe in Chriſtendom. 

Mort. In faith he was a worthy Gentleman? 
Exceeding ly well read, and profited , 

In ſtrange Concealments : Valiant as a Lion, 
And wondrous affable , and as bountiful 

As Mines of Iadia. Shall I tell you, Couſin? 
He holds your temper in a high reſpect, 
And curbs himſelf , even of his natural Scope, 
When you do croſs his Humour; faith he does. 
I warrant you, that Man is not alive, 
Might ſo have tempted him, as you have done, 
Without the taſte of danger, and reproof: 
But do not uſe it oft, let me intreat you. 

Wor. In faith, my Lord, youare too wilful blame, 
And ſince your coming hither , have done enough, 
To put him quite beſides his Patience: 
You muſt leatn, Lord, to amend this fault; 
Though ſometimes it ſhew Greatneſs , Courage, 
And that's the deareſt grace it renders you; | Blood, 
Yet oftentimes it doth preſent harſh Rage, 
Defect of Manners, want of Government, 
Pride, Haughtineſs, Opinion, and Diſdain: 
The leaſt of which, haunting a Nobleman, 
Loſeth Mens Hearts, and leaves behind a Stain 
Upon the Beauty of all parts beſides, 
3 of Commendations. 

Hot. Well, I am ſchool'd: 
Good-manners be your ſpeed; 
Here come our Wives, and let us take our leave. 


Enter Glendower , with the Ladies. 


Mort. This is the deadly ſpight that angers me, 
My Wife can ſpeak no Engliſh , I no Welſh. | 


Glend. My Daughter weeps, ſhe will not part with 
She'll be a Soldier too, ſhe'll to the Wars. | you,. 
Mort. Good Father tell her, that ſhe and my Aunt 
Shall follow in your Conduct ſpeedily. — | Percy 
[ Glendower /peaks to ber Welſh , and [be anſwers 
him in the ſame. 
Glend. She is deſperate here: 
A peeviſh ſelf-will'd Harlotry, 
One that Perſwaſion can do no good upon. 
De Lady ſpeaks in Wellh. 
Mort. I underſtand thy Looks; that pretty Welſh, 
Which thou powr'ſt down from theſe ſwelling 
Iam too perfect in; And but for ſhame, ( Heay'ns 
In ſuch a Parly ſhould I anſwer thee. 
| [ The Lady again in Welſh. 
Mort. I underſtand thy Kiſſes , and thou mine, 
And that's a feeble Diſputation: | 
But I will never be a Truant, Love, 
Till T have learn'd thy Language: For thy Tongue 
Makes Welſh as ſweet as Ditties highly penn'd, 
— by a fair Queen in aSummer's, Bower , 
With raviſhing Diviſion to her Lute. 
Glend, Nay, ifthou melt, then will ſhe run mad. 
[ The Lady (peaks again in Welſh. 
Aort. O, I am ignorance it ſelf in this. 
Glend. She bids you, | 
On the wanton Ruſheslay you down, 
And reſt your gentle Head upon her Lap, 
And the will ting the Song that pleaſeth you, 
And on your Eye. Lids Crown the God of Sleep, 
CH your Blood with pleaſing heavineſs; 
1 uch difference betwixt Wake aud Sleep, 
As is the difference betwixt Day and Night, 
The Hour before the Heav'nly harneſs'd Teem 
Begins his golden Progreſs in the Eaſt. 
Mort. With all my Heart I'll fit, and hear her ſing: 
By that time will our Book, I think , be * 
8 Pay TY Glend. 
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Glend, Do ſo: 208-1 | 

And thoſe Muſicians that ſhall play to you, 

Hang in the Air a thouſand Leagues from hence ; 

Yer dag they {hall be here : Sit, and attend. 
Hot. Come, Kate, thou art perfect iu lying down: 

Come quick, quick, that I may lay my Head in 

thy Lap. 

„ = Ge ye giddy Gooſe. | The Muſick plays. 
Hot. Now I petceive the Devil underſtands Welſh, 

And 'tis no marvel. he is ſo humorous; 

By'rlady he's a good Muſician. 

Lady. Then would you be nothing but Muſical , 

For you are all together governed by Humors: 

Lie ſl e Thief, and hear the Lady ſing in Welſh. 
Hot. I had rather hear, Lady my Brach, howl in 
Lady. Would'ſt have thy Head broken? ( lriſh. 
Hot. No. | 

Lady. Then be ſtill, 
Hot, Neither, tis a Woman's Fault. 
Lady. Now God help thee. 
Hot. To the Welſh Lady's Bed. 
Lady. What's that? | 
Hot, Peace » ſhe ſings. 
" [ Here the Lady ſings a Welſh Song. 

Come , I'll have your Song too. 

Lady. Not mine, in good ſooth. 
Hot. Not yours, in good ſooth! 

Vou ſwear like r Wife, 

Not you, in good ſooth; and, as true as I live; 

And, as God {hall mend me; and as ſure as Day: 

And giveſt ſuch Sarcenet ſurcty for thy Oaths , 

As if thou never walk'ſt further than Finsbury. 

Swear me, Kate, like a Lady, as thou art, 

A good mouth- filling Oath , and leave Inſooth, 

And ſuch proteſt of Froper-Ginger-Bread ) 

To Vetver-Guards » and Sunday-Citizens. 


Come , ſing. 
"ON D 5 | Lady. 
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Lady. I will not ſing. 185 

Hot. Tis the next way to turn Tailor, or be 
Redbreaſt Teacher: An the Indentures be drawn , 
I'll away within theſe two Heurs ; And ſo come 
in, when ye will. [ Exit. 

Glend. Come, come, Lord Mortimer , you are 
As hot Lord Percy is on fire to go: (as flow , 
By this our Book is drawn ; We'll but ſeal, 
And then to Horſe immediately. | 
Mort. With all my Heart. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE IL 
Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, 


Lords and others. 


Kang Henry. 


Lords, give us leave: 
The Prince of Wales , and I, 
Muſt have ſome private 
But be near at Hand, wo 
For we ſhall preſently have need of you. 

| [ Exeunt Lords. 

I know not whether Heav'n will have it fo, 
For ſome diſpleaſing Service I have done; 
That in his ſecret Boom, out of my Blood, 
He'll breed Revengement , and a Scourge for me: 
Bur thou doſt in thy Paſſages of Life, | 
Make me believe , that thou art only mark'd 
For the hot Vengeance , and the Rod of Heav'n 
To puniſh my Miſs-rreadings. Tell me elſe, 
Could ſuch inordinate and low Deſires, 
Such poor, ſuch baſe, ſuch lewd, ſuch mean Attempts, 
Such barren Pleafures , rude Society, 
As thou art match'd withal , and grafted to, 
Accompany the Greatneſs of thy Blood, 


And 
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And hold their level er. thy __ Heart ? 

P. Henry. So pleaſe your Majeſty , Lwould I could 
Quit all Offences 8 clear — ' 
As well as I am doubtleſs I can purge 
My ſelf of many I am charg'd withal. 
Yet ſuch extenuation let me ; 
As in reproof of many Tales devis d, 
Which oft the Ear of Greatneſs needs muſt hear, 
By ſmiling Pick-cthanks , and baſe News-mongers ; 
1 may fot-ſome things true , wherein my Youth 
Hath faulty wandred , and irregular , 
Find pardon on my true Submiſhon. 

X. Henry. Heav'n pardon thee: 
Yet let me wonder, Harry, 
At thy Aﬀections , which do hold a Wing 
Quite from the flight of all thy Anceſtors. 
Thy place in Council thou haſt rudely loſt , 
Which by thy younger Brother is ſupply d; 
And art almoſt an Alien to the Hearts 
Of all the Court and Princes of my Blood. 
The Hope and Expectation of thy time 
Is ruin'd, and the Soul of every Man 
ha hrs does fore-think thy Fall. 

I fo laviſh of my Preſence * 
So common hackney'd in the Eyes of Men, 
So ſtale and cheap to vulgat Company; 
Opinion, that did help me to the Crown, 
Had (tilt kept loyal to Poſſe ſſion, 
And left me in reputeleſs Bauiſhment, 
A Fellow of no mark, nor likelihood. 
By being ſeldom ſeem , I could nor ftir, 
But like a Comet, I was wondred at; 
That Men would tell their Children, This is he. 
Others would ſay, Where? Which is Bullingbroke ? 
And then ſtole all Coutteſie from Heavy n; 
And dreſt my felf in ſuch Humility , 
Thar I did pluck Allegiance from mens 1 , 7 
OU 
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Loud Shouts and Salutations from their Mouths 5 
Even in the Preſence of the crowned King. 
Thus I did keep my Perſon freſh and new, 
My Preſence like a Robe Pontifical, 

Ne'er ſeen, but wondred at; and ſo my State, 
Seldom but ſumptuous , ſhewed like a Feaſt, 
And won by rareneſs ſuch Solemnity. 

The skipping King be ambled up and down, 
Wich ſhallow Jeſters, and raſh Baviu Wits , 
Soon kindled , and ſoon burnt; carded his State, 
Mingled his Royalty with carping Fools, 

Had his great Name profaned with their Scorns , 
And gave his Countenance, againſt his Name, 
To laugh at gybing Boys, and ſtand the puſh 
Of every beardleſs vain comparative: | 

Grew a Companion to the common Streets, 
Enfeoff'd himſelf to Popularity: | 

That being daily ſwallowed by Mens Eyes 

They ſurfeited with Honey, and began 

To loath the taſte of ſweetneſs, whereof a little 
More than a little, is by much too much. 

So when he had occaſion to be ſeen, 

He was but as the Cuckow is in une, | 
Heard, not regarded; ſeen , but with ſuch Eyes, 
As ſick and blunted with community, 

Afford no extraordinary gaze, | 

Such as is bent on Sun like Majeſty , 

When it ſhines ſeldom in admiring Eyes: | 
But rather drowz'd , and hung their Eye-lids down, 
Slept in his Face, and rendred ſuch aſpect 

As cloudy Men uſe to their Adverſaries, 

Being with his Preſence glutted , porg'd , and full. 
And in that very Line, Harry, ſt thou; 

For thou haſt loſt thy Princely Privilege, 

With vile Participation. Not an Eye 

But is a- weary of thy common fight 


Seve , l den de to fee. thee more: 


| Which 
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Which now doth , that I would not have it do, 
Make blind it ſelf with fooliſh Tenderneſs. 

P. Henry. I ſhall hereafter , my thrice gracious 
Be more my ſelf. (Lord , 

R. Henry. For all the World, 
As thou art to this hout, was Richard then, 

When I from France ſect forth at Ravenſpure : 
And even as I was then, 1s Percy now. 
Now by my Scepter , and my Soul to boot, 
He hath more worthy Intereſt ro the State 
Than thou' the Shadow of Succeſſion: 
For of no Right, nor Colour like to Right, 
He doth fill Fields with Harneſs in the Realm, 
Turns head againſt the Lion's armed Jaws ; 
And being no more in debt to Years than thou, 
Leads ancient Lords, and reverend Biſhops on 
To bloody Battels, and to bruiſing Arms. 
What never-dying Honour hath he pots 
Againſt — Dowylaſs , whole high Deeds, 
Whoſe hot Iucurſions, and great Name in Arms, 
Holds from all Soldiers chief Majority. 
And military Title Capital , 
Through all the Kingdoms that acknowledge Chriſt 2 
Thrice hath the Hot-ſpur Mars, in ſwathing Cloaths, 
This Infant Warrior, in his Eutrepriſes, 
Diſcomfited great Dowglaſs, ta'en him once, 
Enlarged him, and made a Friend of him, 
To fill the Mouth of deep Defiance up, 
And ſhake the Peace and Safety of our Throne. 
And what ſay you to this? Percy , Northumberland, 
The Arch-Biſhop's Grace of York, Dowglaſs, and 

Mortimer 5 
Capitulate againſt us, and are up. 
But wherefore do I tell this News to thee ? 
Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my Fees, 
Which art my near'ſt and deareſt Enemy? 
Thou who art like enovgh , through Vaſſal wr 

| ; ale 


6 R. HENRY IV. & 


Baſe Inclination, and the ſtart of Spleen , 

To fight againſt me under Percy's Pay, 

To dog his Heels, and courtſie at his Frowns ; 

To ſhew how much thou art degenerate. | 
p. Henry. Do not think fo, you ſhall not find it ſo: 

And Heav'n forgive them, that ſo much have (way'd 

Your Majeſty's good Thoughts away from me. 

I will redeem all this on Percy's Head , 

And in the cloſing of ſome glorious Day, 

Be bold to tell you, that lam your Son; 

When I will wear a Garment all of Blood, 

And ſtain my Favours in a bloody Mask, 

Which waſht away, {ball ſcowre my ſhame with it. 

And that ſhall be the Day, when c'er it lights, 

That this ſame Child of Honour and Renown , 

This gallanc wt gh this alpraiſed Knight, 

And your unthought-of Harry, chance to meet: 

For every Honour fitting on his Helm, 

Would they were multitudes, and on my Head 

My Shames redoubled : For the time will come, 

That 1 ſhall make this Northern Youth exchange 

His Glorious Deeds for my Indiguities. 

Percy is but my Factor, good my Lord, 

| To engroſs up glorious deeds on my behalf : 

And + will call him to fo ſtri& account, 

That he ſhall render every Glor' up , 

Yea, even the lighteſt Worlp of his Time , 

Or I will tear the Reckoning from, his Heatt. 

This, in the Name of Heaven, I promile here: 

The which, if I perform , and do (urvive , 

I do beleech your Majeſty , may ſalve 


The long grown Wounds of my Intemperature. 

If not, the end of Life cancels all Bonds, l 

And I will die a hundred thouſand Deaths, c 

E'er break the ſmalleſt Parcel of this Vow. 7 
K. Henry, A hundred thouſand Rebels die in this: h 


Thou ſhalt have Charge, and Soveraign truſt hereio. 
En- 


1 
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Enter Blunt. 


How now good Blunt? Thy looks are full of ſpeed. 


Blunt. So hath the Buſiueſs that I come to ſpeak of. 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath ſent word, 
That Douglaſs and the Engliſh Rebels met 
The eleventh of this Month, at Shrewbury : 
A mighty and a fearful Head they ate, 
If promiſes be kept on every Hand, 
As ever offered foul play in a State, 

N Henry. The Earl of Weſtmorland ſet forth to Day: 
With him my Son, Lord John of Lancaſter , 
For this Advertiſement is fave Days old, 
On Wedneſday next, Harry, thou (halt ſet forward : 
On Thurſday, we our ſelves will march. 
Our 3 Bridgenorth : And Harry , you 
Shall match through Gleceſter ſhire; By which account 


Our Buſineſs valued , ſome twelve Days hence, 


Our general Forces at Bridgenorth ſhall meet. 
Our Hands are full of Buſineſs; Let's away, 
Adventage fceds them fat, while We R. 


Exeunt. 
SCENE III. 
Euter Falſtaff and Bardolph. 


Falſtaff. 


Bardolph , am I not fan away vilely , ſince 
this laſt Action? Dol not bate? Do I not dwind- 
le? Why my Skin hangs about me like an old La- 
dy's looſe Gown : I am withered like an old Apple 
John, Well I'll repent, and that ſuddenly , while 
I am in ſome liking ; I ſhall be out of Heart 
ſhoxtly , and then I ſhall have no Strength to 


repent, 
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repent. An I have not forgotten what the inſide 
of a Church is made of, I am a Pepper Corn, a 
Brewers Horſe ; the infide ofa Church! Company, 

villainous Company hath been the ſpoil of me. 

Bard. Sir John, you are ſo fretfull, you cannot 
live loug. | 
Fal. Why there is it; come ſing me a bawdy 
Song, to make me metry : 1 was as virtuouſly 
iven, as a Genleman need to be; virtuous enough; 
wore little, dic'd not above ſeven times a Week, 
went to a Baw dy- houſe not above once in a Quarter 
of an Hour ; paid Mony that I borrow'd three or 
four times; liv'd well, and in good Compal ; 
and now I live out of all order, out of Compaſs. 
Bard. Why, you are ſo fat, Sir Fobn, that 
you muſt needs be out of all Compaſs , out of all 
reaſonable Compaſs , Sir Fohn. | 
Fal. Do thou amend thy Face, and I'll amend 
my Life. Thou art our Admiral , thou beareſt 
the Lanthorn in the Poop , but tis in the Noſe of 
thee ; thou art the Knight of the burning Lamp. 
Bard. Why, Sir Fobn, my Face does you no harm. 
Fal. No, I'll be ſworn ; I make as good uſe 
of it, as many a Man doth of a Death's Head, or 
a Memento Mori. Inever ſee thy Face, bur I think 
upon Hell Fire, and Dives that liv'd in Purple; 
for there he is in his Robes 1 If thou wert 
any way given to Virtue , I would ſwear by thy 
Face; my Oath ſhould be , By this Fire: But thou 
art altogether given over; and wert indeed, but 
for the Light in thy Face, the Sun of utter Datk- 
neſs. When thou rann'ſt up Gads-hiÞ in the Night 
to catch my Hotſe', if I did not think thou badſt 
been an Ignu fatuus, or a Ball of Wild- fire, there's 
no Purchaſe in Mony. O, thou att a perpetual 
Triumph, an everlaſting Bonfire Light; thou haſt 
fared me a thouſand Marks in Links and __ , 
wal- 
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walking with thee in the Night betwixt Taver! 


and Tavern; but the Sack that thou haſt drunk 
me, would have bought me lights as good cheap, 


at the deateſt Chandlers in Europe. I have main- 


tain'd that Salamander of yours with Fire, any 
time this two aud thirty Years , Heav'n reward me 
for it. | 

Bard. I would my Face were in you Belly, 
Fal. So ſhould I be ſure to be heart-burn'd, 


Enter Hoſteſs. 


How now, Dame Partlet the Hen, have you en- 
quir'd yet who pick d my Pocket? EY 
” Hoſt. Why, Sir fohn , what do you think, Sir 
=_ Do you think I keep Thieves in my Houſe ? 
have ſcarch'd, I bave enquir'd, fo has my Hus- 
band , Man by Man , Boy by Boy, Servant by 
Servant: The tight of a Hair was never loſt in my 
Houſe before. ; 

Fal. Ye lie, Hoſteſs; Bardolph was ſhav'd, and 
loſt mauy a Hair; and I'll be ſworn my Pocket 
was pick d. Go to, 9 ate a Woman, go. 

Hoſt. Who I? I defic thee; I was never call'd 
ſo in mine own Houle before. 

Fal. Go to, Iknow you well enough. 

Hoſt, No, Sir ohn: You do not know me, 
Sir Fohn ; I know you , Sir ohn: You owe me 
Mony, Sir ohn, aud, now you pick a Quarrel 
to beguile me of it; I bought you a Dozen of 
Shirts to your Back, a 

Fal. Dowlas, filthy Dowlas: Ihave given them 
away to Bakers Wives , and they have made Boul- 
tets of them. 

Hoſt. Now as I am a true Woman, Holand of 
eight Shillings an Ell. You owe Mony here be- 
fide , Sir ohn, for your * and by-Drinkings, 

al 
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and Mony lent you, - four and twenty Pounds, 

Fal. He had his part of it, let him pay: 

Th He? alas! he is poor, he hath nothing. 
Fal. How? poor ? Look upon his Face: What 
call you rich? Let him coin his Noſe , let him 
coin his Cheeks ; 1'll not pay a Denier. What, 
will you make a Yonker of me ? Shall 1 not take 
mine Eaſe in mine Inn, but I ſhall have my Poc- 


ket pick d? 1 have loſt a Scal-Ring of my Grand- 


fathers, worth forty Mark. 
Hoſt. I have heard the Prince tell him, I know 


not how oft , that that Ring was Copper. 
Fal. How ? the Prince is a 2 a ci! 
and if he were here, I would cudgel him like a 


Dog, if he would ſay ſo. 


Enter Prince Henry marching and Falſtaff meets him, 
playing on his Trunchion like a Fife 


Fal. How now, Lad? is the Wind in that Door > 
Muſt we all march? | 

Bard. Yea, two and two, Neugate Faſhion , 

Hoſt. My Lord, I pray you hear me. 

P. Henry. What ſay'ſt thou, Miſtreſs Quickly? 
How does thy Husband? I love him well; he is au 
honeſt Man. 

Hoſt. Good, my Lord hear me. 

Fal. Prithee let her alone, and liſt to me. 

P. Henry. What ſay'ſt thou, Jack? 

Fal. The other Night I fell aſleep here behind 
the Arras, and had my Pocket pickt: This Houſe 
is turn'd Bawdy-houſe they pick Pockets. 

P. Henry. What didſt thou looſe, Fack ? 

Fal. Wilt thou believe me, Hal? Three or four 
Bonds of forty Pound a piece, and a Scal-Ring 
of my Grand- father's. 1 

P. Hemy. A Trifle, ſome eight- penny Matter. 


L. 
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Hoſt. So I told him, my Log; and 1 fid, I 
heard your Grace ſay ſo: And, my Logd » he ſpcaks 
moſt * of you, like a foul-mouth'd Man as 
he is, and faid he would cudgel you. 

P. Henry. What, be did not? 

Hoſt. There's neither Faith, Truth, 
man-Hood in me elſe. | 

Fal. There's no more Faith ip thee than in a 
ſtew'd Prune ; nor no more Truth in thee than 
in a drawn Fox; and for Woman-hood , Maid- 
Marian may be the Deputies Wife of the Wardto 
thee, Go you nothing , go. 

Hoſb. Say, what thing? What thing? 

Fal. What thing? Why @ thivg to thank 
Heav'n on. 

Haft I am nothing to thank Heav'n on, I 
would thou ſhouldſt know it: Iam an honeſt Man's 
Wife; aud ſetting thy Kuighthood afide , thou arc 
a Knave to call me fa. 

Fal, Setting thy Womanhood aſide, thou art a 
Beaſt to ay other iſe. 

Hoſt. Say, what Beaſt, thou Knave thou? 

Fal. What Beaſt? Why an Otter. | 

P. Henry. An Otter , Sir ohn, why an Otter? 

Fal. Why, ſhe's neither Fiſh nor Fleth ; a Man 
knows not where to have her. 

Hoſt, Thou art an unjuſt Man in ſaying ſo 
thou, or any Man knows where to have me , 
thou Knave thou. 

2. Henry. Thou ſay'ſt rrue , Holtefs 7 and he 
ſanders thee moſt groſſy. 

Hoſt, So he doth you, my Lord, and ſaid this 
other Day, you ow'd him a thouſand Pound, = 

P. Henry. Sirrahdolowe you athouſand Pound? 

Fal. A thouſand Pound, Hal? A Million; thy 
Love is worth a Million: Thou ow'ſt me thy Love. 

E ; Hoſ#, 


nor Wo- 
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Heſt Nay, my Lord, he call'd you Tack, and 
ſaid he would cudgel you. | 
Fal. Did I, Bardolph? 

Bard. Indeed, Sir . you ſaid ſo. 

Fal. Vea, if he ſaid my Ring was Copper. 
P. Henry. I ay tis Copper. Dar'ſt be as good 
as thy Word now? f 

Fal. Why, Hal, thou know'ſt , as thou art 
but a Man I dare, but as thou att a Prince, I fear 
tbee, as I fear the roaring of the Lions Whelp. 

P. Henry.: And why not as the Lion? nh” 

Fal. The King himſelf is to be fear'd as the 
Lion ; do'ſt thou think I'll fear thee , as 1 fear 
thy Father? Nay if I do, let my Girdle break. 

P. Henry. O, if it ſhould , how would thy 
Guts fall about thy Knees. ' But, Sitrah, there's 
no room for Faith , Truth, nor Honeſty, in this 
Boſom of thine ; it is all fill'd up with Guts and 
Midriff. Charge an honeſt Woman with piekin 
thy Pocket! Why thou Horſon impudent, imbo 
Raſcal, if there were any thing in thy Pocket but 
Tavern Reckonings, Ademorandums of Baudy- 
Houſes , and one poor penny-worth of Sugar- 
Candy to make thee long winded; if thy Pocket 
were enrich'd with any other Injuries bur theſe, 
I am a Villain; and yet you will ſtand to it, 

you will not Pocket up Wrongs. Art thou not 
alham'd ? | 

Fal. Doſt thou hear, Hal? Thou know'ſt in 
the State of Innocency , Adam fell; and what 
would — Tack Falſtaff do, in the Days of Vil- 
lainy : Thou ſeeſt, I have more Fleſh than ano- 
ther Man, and therefore more Frailty, You 

confeſs then you pickt my Pocket? 
+ Þ. Henry. It appears ſo by the Story. 
Fal. Hoſteſs, I forgive thee: | 
So make ready Breakfaſt ;- love thy W , . 
| 00 
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Look to thy Servants, and cheriſh thy Gueſts; 
Thou ſhalt find me tractable ro any honeſt Reaſon: 


Thou ſceſt , I am pacify'd ſtill. 


Nay » I prithee be gone. [ Exit Hoſteſs. 
Now, Mal, to the News at Court for the Robbery , 


How is that anſwer'd? | _ (Lad? 

P. Henry. O my ſweet Reef, | Zh 
J muſt ſtill be good Angel to thee. 

The Mony is paid back again. 

Fal. O, I do not like that paying back: tis a 
double Labour. i 

P. Henry. I am good Friends with my Father, 
and may do any _ 
Fal. Rob me the Exchequer the firſt thing thou 
do'ſt , and do it with un-waſh'd Hands too. : 

Bard. Do , my Lord. 

P. Henry. I have procured thee, Fack, a Charge 
of Foot. | 5 
Hua. Iwould it had been of Horſe. Where ſhall 

I find one that can ſteal well? O, for a fine Thief, 
of two and twenty, or thereabout; I am heinouſly 
unprovided. Well, God be thanked for theſe Re- 
bels; they offend none but the virtuous ; I laud 
them, I praiſe them. 

F. Hemy. Bardolph ! 

Bard. My Lord. . 

P. Henry. Go bear this Letter to Lord John of 
Lancaſter 7 , 
To my Brother John, This to my Lord of Nan. 
Go Peto , to Horſe; for thou, and I, — 
Have thirty Miles to ride yet c'er-Dinner time. 

Zack , meet me to Morrow in the Temple-Hal 

At two a Clock in the Afternoon, 
There ſhalt thou know thy Charge, aud there receive 
Mony , and Order for their Furniture. 

The Land is burning, Percy ſtands on high, 


And eithet they, or we, mult lower lye. 
- / - E 3 & I Fal. 


* 
— 


k. HENRY IV. & 
Fal. Rare Words ; brave World: | 

Hoſteſs , my Breakfaſt z come: 

Oh, I could wiſh this Tavern were my Drum. 

[ Exeunts 
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Enter Hot-ſpur, Worceſter, and Dowglaſs. 


Hot-ſpur. 


7 Ell ſaid > my noble Scot , if ſpeaking Truth 
In this fine Age, were not thought Flartbry , 

Such attribution ſhould the Dowyleſs have, 

As not a Soldier of this Seaſons ſtamp, 

Should go ſo general currant through the World. 

By Heav'n I cannot flatter : I defie 1 

The Tongues of Soothers. But a braver place 

In my Heart's love , hath no Man than your ſelf. 

Nay , task me to my word; approve me, Lord. 
Dow. Thou art the King of Honour : 

No Man ſo potent breaths upon the Ground, 

But I will Beard bim. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
Hot. Do ſo , and tis well. What Letters haſt 


thou there? 
Ican but thank — 
Meſſ. Theſe Letters come from your Father. 
Hot. Letters from him? "In | 
maths oh ion | Why 
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Why comes he not himſelf? 

Meſſ. He cannot come, my Lord, 
He is grievous ſick. 

Hot. How ! Has he the leiſure to be ſick now, 
In ſuch a juftling time? Who leads his Power? 
Under whoſe Government come they along? 

Meſſ. His Leners bear his Mind, not This Mind. 

Wor. I prethee tell me, doth he keep his Bed? 

Meſſ. He did, my Lord, four way eber Iſet forth: 
And at the time of my departure thence, 

He was much fear'd by his Phyſician. 

Wor. I would the {tate of time had firſt been whole, 
E'er he by Sickneſs had been viſited; 

His Health was never better worth than now. 

Hot. Sick now ? Droop now ? This Sickneſs 

doth infect ' 0 
This very Life- blood of our Interpriſe; 
"Tis catching hither, even to our Camp. 
He writes me here, that inward Sickneſs — 
And that his Friends by depuration 
Could not ſo ſoon be drawn: Nor did he think it meet 
To lay ſo dangerous and dear a truſt | 
On any Soul remov'd , but on his own. 
Vet doth he give us bold Advertiſement , 
That with our ſmall Conjunctions we ſhould on, 
To ſee how Fortune is diſpos'd to us, 
For, as he writes, there is no quailing now , 
Becauſe the King is certainly poſleſt 
Of all our Purpoſes. What ſay you to it? 

Wor. Your Father's Sickneſs is a maim to us. 

Hot. A perillous Gaſh, a very Limb Jopcoff: 
And yet, in faith, tis not; his preſent want 
Seems more than we ſhall find it, 

Were it good to ſer the exact Wealth of all our States 
All at one Caft ? To ſet ſo rich a Mine 


On the nice hazard of one doubtful Hour? 


It were not good; fot therein ſhould we read 
| if a The 
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The very bottom, and the Soul of . 3 1:1l 7 
The very Lift , the very utmoſt boun | 
Of all our Fortunes. | 1 < 
3 Dow. Faith, and ſo We ſhould; 
Where now remains a ſweet Reverſion. 
We may boldly ſpend, upon the hope 
Of whar is te come in: 3 
A comfort of Retirement lives in this. 
Hot. A Rendez vous, a Home to flie unto, 
If that the Devil and Miſchance look big 
Upon the Maidenhead of our Affaits. 
Wor. But yet I would your Father had been here : 
The Quality and Heir of our Attempt 
Brooks no Diviſion : It will be thought 
By ſome , that know not why he is away, 
That Wiſdom , Loyalty , and meer diſlike 
Of our Proceedings, kept the Earl from hence. 
And think , how ſuch an Apprehenſion | 
May turn-the Tide of fearful Faction, | 
And breed a kind of Queſtion inour Caule : 
For well you know, we of the offering fide , 
Muſt keep aloof from ſtrict arbittement; 
And ſtop all ſight- holes, every loop, from whence 
The Eye of Reaſon may ao upon us. | 
This abſence of your Father draws a Curtain, 
That ſhews the ignorant a kind of fear 
Before not dreamt of. 
Hot. You ſtrain too far. 
I rather of his Abſence make this uſe: 
Ir lends a Luſtre, and more great Opinion, 
A larger Dare to your great Entrepriſe, _ 
Than if the Earl were here: For Men muſt think , 
If we without his help, can make a Head 
To puſh againſt the Kingdom; with his help, 
We ſhall o'erturn it topſie turvy down. 
Yet all goes well, yet all our joints are whole. 
Dow. As Heart can think ; | 
There 
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| There is not ſuch a word ſpoke of in Scotland, 
As this Dream of Fear. | 


Enter Sir Richard Vernon. 


Hot. My Couſin Vernon, welcome by my Soul, 
Ver.Pray God my News be worth a welcome, Lord, 
The Earl of Weſtmorland , ſeven thouſand ſtrong , 
Is marching hither-wards with Prince ohn. 
Hot. No harm; what more? 
Ver. And further, I have learn'd, 
The King himſelf in Perſon bath fer forth, 
Or hither-wards intended ſpeedily, 
With ſtrong and mighty Preparation. 
Hot. He ſhall be welcome too, 
Where is his Son? It | 
The nimble- footed Mad-cap, Prince of Wales , - 
And his Comrades , that daft the World aſide, 
And bid it paſs? | 
Ver. All furhiſht, all in Arms, 
All plum'd like Eſtridges, that wing the Wind, 
Baited like Eagles, having lately bath'd, 
Glittering in Golden Coats, like Images, 
As full of Spitit as the Month of May, 
And gorgeous as the Sun at Midſummer, __ 
Wanton as youthful Goats, wild as young Bulls. 
I faw young Harry with his Beaver on, 
His Cuſhes on his T highs , gallantly arm'd, 
Riſe from the Ground like feather'd Mercury, 
And vaulted with fuch caſe into his Seat, 
As if an Angel dropt down from the Clouds, 
To turn and wind a fiety Pegaſus , 

And witch the World with noble Horſemanſhip. 
Hot. No more, no more; IR: 
Worſe than the Sun in March, 
This Praiſe doth nouriſh Agues ; let them come. 

They come like Sactifices in their trim 
| "7-5 And 


a 
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And to the fire- ey d Maid of ſmoaky War, 

All hot * and bleeding 7 will we ofter them. | 

The mailed Mears ſhall on his Altar fit 

Up to the Ears in Blood. I am on fixe, 

To hear this rich Reprizal is fo nigh, 

And yet not ours: Come, let me take my Horle, 

Who is to bear me like a Thunder- bolt; 

Againſt the Boſom of the Prince of Maler. 

Harry to Harry ſhall, not Horſe to Horſe, 

Meet, and ne'er part, til one drop down a Coarſe, 

Oh, that Glendower were come. | 
Ver. There is more News: 

I learn'd in Worceſter, as I rode along, 

He cannot draw his Power this fourtcen Days. 
Dow. That's the worſt Tidings that I hear of, yet. 

Wor. Ay, by my Faith , that bearsa froſty Sound. 
Hot. What may the King's whole Battel reach 
Ver. To thirty thouſand. {[ unto? 
Hot. Forty let it be; 

My Father and Glendower being both away, 

The Power of us may ſerve peck: a Day. 


Come, let us take a Muſter ſpeedily : 
Dooms-day is near; die all, die merrily, 
Dow. Talk not of dying, I am out of fear 
Of Death, or Death's » for this one half Year. 
[ Exeunt. 


S CE N E II. 
Euter Falſtaff and Bardolph. 
Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry; fill me a 
Bottel of Sack our Soldiers ſhall march through: 


We'll to Sutton-cop-hill to Night. 
Bard. Will you give me Mony, Captain? 


Fal 6 
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Pal. A) out 7 lay our. | . 
Bard. Bottel makes an Angel. ep 
Fal. And if it do, take it for thy Labour; and 
if it make twenty, take them an, Vil anſwer the 
Coynage. Bid my Lieutenant Pero meet the àt the 
Towns end. E | 
Bard. I will Captain; fatewel. 850 55 
Fal. If I be not aſham'd of my Soldiers, 1 am a 
ſo we d Gurnet: 1 have miſ- us d the King's Prels 
— I have got, in exchange ob a hun- 
dred and fifty Soldiers, three Hundred and odd 
Pounds. I preſs me none but good Houſholders, 
Yeometts Som j enquire me out contracted Batche- 
lors, ſuch as had been ask'd twice on the Banes : 
Such a Commodity of warm Slaves, as had as 
lieve hear the Devil, as a Drum; ſuch as fear the 
of a Caliver , worſe chan a ſtruck-Fodl, 
ot a hurt wild Duck. I preft me noue but fuch 
Toſtes and Butter, with Hearts in their Bellies no 
bigger than Pins- heads, and they have bought oat 
their Services: And now my whole Charge con- 
fiſts of Ancients, Cotporals, Lieutenants, Gentle- 
men of Cottipanies , Slaves as ragged as Lazarus 
in the painted Cloath, whete the Glarroh's Dogs 
licked His Sorts ; and ſuch as indeed wete never 
Soldiers, but diſ- carded unjuſt Setvingmen, youn- 
ger 8 to younger Brothers: Revolred Tapſters 
and Oftlets, Trade- fall'n, the Cankers of a calm 
World, and long Pente, ten Tires more dicho- 
nourable ragged, than an old· fac d Ancient; and 
ſuch have 1 to fill up the rooms f them that have 
botght out their Services; chat you would think, 
that I had a hundred and fifty ratter'd e 
lately come froth Sw ine · keeping, from * ta 
and Husks. A mad Fellow met me on the Way, 
and told me, I had unloaded all the Gibbets, and 
preſt the dead Bodies. No Eye hath ſeen — 
| WS: 


Crows: I'll not march through Coventry with them , 
that's flat, Nay, and the Villains march wide 
berwizt the Legs, as if they had Gyves on; for 
indeed, I had the moſt of them out of Priſon, 
There's but a Shirt and a half in all my Company; 
and the half Shirt is two Napkins tack'd together, 
and thrown over the Shoulders like a Herald's Coat, 
wihout Sleeves; and the Shirt ta ſay the Truth, 
ſtol'n from my Hoſt of St. Albans, or the Red- 
Noſe Iunkeeper of Daintry. But that's all one, 
they'll find Linnen enough on every Hedge. 


Enter Prince Henry , and Weſtmorland. 


| 1 Henry. How now, blown fach? how now, 
uilt? | a 
Q. What, Hal? How now , mad Wag , what 
a Devil do'ſt thou in Warwickſhire? My good Lord 
of Weſtmorland , I cry you mercy , I thought your 
Honour had alteady been at Shrewsbury, 
Weſt. Faith, Sit John, tis more than time that 
I were there, and you too; but my Powers ate 
there already. The King, I can tell you, looks 
for us all; we muſt away all to night, 
Fal. Tut, never fear me, I am as vigilant as a 
Cat, to ſteal Cream. | 
P. Henry. I think to ſteal Cream indeed, for 
thy theft hath alteady made thee Butter; but tell 
me, fack, whole Fellows are theſe that come after? 
Fal Mine Hal, mine. Foes 
P. Henry, I did never ſee ſuch pitiful Raſcals. 
Fal. Tut, tut, good enough to toſs: Food for 
Powder , food for Powder ; they'll fill a Pit, as 
well as bettet; tuſh Man, mortal Men, mortal Men. 
Weſt. Ay, but Sir John, methinks they are ex- 
ceeding poor and bare, too beggatly. 
Fal. Faith for their Poverty , I know not where 
| | thye 
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y had thar ; and fot cheir bareneſs, Yam 
222 they never learn'd that of me. 

F. Henry. No, I'll be worn, unleſs you call 
three Fingers on the Ribs, bate.” But, Sirrah, 
make haſte; Percy is already in the Field. - 

Fal. What, is the King encamp'd? | 

Weſt. He is, Sit oben I fear we ſhall ſtay too 
long. 

Fal. Well, to the ler end of a Fray , and the 
beginning of a Tents) fies'4 a 9 A ter, and a 
keen Gueſt. | 1 


s © E N E III. : 


Enter Bloc of 1 Worceſter , bort. 
oe, and Vernon. : 


nur pu. 


We'll fight with him to night. 
' Wor. It may not be. 4 
Dew.. You. give him then advantage. 
Per. Not a whit. 
Hot. Why ſay you ſo? Looks he not for upply ! 
Ver. So do'we. 
Hot. His is certain, ours in doubtful. 
Wor. Good Couſin be advis'd, ſtir not to night. 
Ver. Do not, my Lord. 
Dow. You do not councel well ; 
You {peak it out of fear, and cold Heart. 
Yer Do me noſlander » Dowglaſs: . 
And I dare well maintain it with my Life, 
If well-reſpeAed Honour bid me on, 
I hold as little counſel with weak fear, 
As; you, my Lord, or any Scot that this Day lives. 
Let ic be ſeen tomorrow in the Bartel 
Which of us _ 


Dow, 
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Dew. Yea, or 40 night. | 
Ver. 2 = : 
| Hot. To ng To 1 

Nr. Come, comes it may not be. I wander much, 

Being Men of ſuch great Leading as yan are , 

Thar you foreſee not what Impediments 

Drag back our Expedition; cerrain Horſe 

Of my Couſin Vernon's ate not yet come up; 

Your Uncle Horceſter's Horſe came but to Day, 

And pqw. their Pride and Mettle is aſloep, 

Theix Courage with hard Labour tame and dull, 

That not a Horſe is half the half of himſelf, 
Hot. So gre the Horſe of the Enemy 

In general, journey bated, and 7 low: 

The better part of ours_ are full of . 

© Wor, The number of the King sexceedeth outs: 

For God's ſake, Couſin, ſtay till all come in. 


| The Trumpet ſounds a Parley. 
Enter Sir Walter Blunt. 


Blunt, I come 215 cious Offers from the King, 
If you vonehſafe me — ing , aud reſpect. 

Hot, Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt: 
And would t God you were of qur Determination. 
Some of us love yo you. well ; and even thoſe ſome 
Envy your great Deſervings , and good Name, 
Becauſe you are got of aur Quality 
Bur ſtand againſt vs like an 

Bau. _ n.defend,but fill} I ſhauld ſtand fo, 
— long as out 3 z and true Rule, 

You ſtand agaigſt anointed Majeſt 
Bur to my . — Th 28 fab ſent to know, 
The natute of f you Griefs , apd whereupon 
You conjure from the Breaſt of civil Peace 2 
Such bold Hoſtility , reaching by duryous Lond 

u 
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Audacious Cruelty, If that the Ki 
Have any way your good Deſerts 1 , 
Which he confeſſerh to be manifold , 
He bids you name your Griefs; and with all ſpeed 
You ſhall have your Deſires , with Intereſt : 
And Pardon abfolute for your ſelf, and theſe, 
Herein mil- led by your Suggeſtion, 

Het. The King L kind: 4 
And well we know, the Ki 
Knows at what time to Promiſe, when to Pay. 
My Father , & my Uncle, and my felf, 1 
Did give him that fame Royalty he wears: | 
And when he was not fix and twenty ſtrong, + 
Sick in the Worlds regard, wretched and low; 
A poor unminded Our-law, freaking home, 
My Father gave him welcome to the Shore: 
And when he heard him ſwear; and vow to God, 
He came to be but Duke of Lancaſter , 24 
To ſue out his Livery , and beg his Peace, 
With Tears of Innocence , and terms of Zeal: 
My Father, in kind Heart and Pity mov'd, 
Swore him aſfiſtance, and perform d it too. 
Now, when the Lords and Barons of the Realm 
Perceiv'd Northumberland did lean to him 
They more and lefs came in with Cap and Knee, 
Met him in Boroughs, Citics, Villages, 
Attended him on Bridges, ſtood in Lanes , 
Laid Gifts before him, profter'd him their Oaths , 
Gave him their Heirs, as Pages followed him , 
Even at the Heels, in golden Multitudes : 
He preſently , as Greatneſs knows it ſelf, 
Steps me a little higher than his Vow 
Made to my Father, while his Blood was poor, 
Upon the naked-Shore at Ravenſpury : 
And now, forſooth, takes on him to reform 
Some certain Edits, and ſome ſtrait Decrees , 
That lay too heavy on the Commonwealth ; 


Cries 
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Cries out upon Abuſes, ſeems to weep » b. 
Over his Country's Wrongs; and by his Face, 
This ſeeming Brow of Jultice , did he win 
The Hearts of all that he did angle for. 
Proceeded further , cut me off the Heads 
Of all the Favourites, that the abſent King 
In deputatiou left behind him here, 
When he was perſonal in the Iriſh War. 
Blunt. Tut, I came not to hear this. 
Hot. Then to the point. 
In ſhort time after, he depos'd the King, 
Soon after that, depriy'd him of his Lite: 
And in the neck of that, task d the whole State. 
To make that wotle , ſuffet d his Kinſman March, 
Who is, if every Owner were right plac'd, 
Indeed his King, to be engag'd in Wales, 
There, without Ranſom, to lie forfeited. 
Diſgrac'd me in my happy Victories, 
Sought to intrap me by Intelligence, 
Rated my Uncle from the Council Board, 
In rage diſmiſs d my Father from the Court, 
Broke Oath og Oath, committing Wrong on Wrong, 
And in concluſion; drove us to teck out 
This Head of ſafety; and withal, to pry 
Into his Title; the which we do fiud 
Too indirect, fox long continuanctde. 
Blunt, Shall I return this anſwer to the King? 
Hot. Nor ſo, Sit Malter: We'll withdtaw a 
: while. gil 3. | 
Go to the King, and let there be impawn'd 
Some {ſurety for a ſafe return again: 
And in the Morning catly ſhall my. Uncle 
Bring him our purpoſe; and fo farewel. 
Blunt. I would you would accept of Grace and Love. 
Hot. And't may be, ſo we ſhall. 
Blunt, Pray Heay'n you do. [ [ Exeunt. 
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2 the Arch-B ichap of Vork 8 no 
N | Or Michell. 


at gf | wes Vorl. 


e Sir Michell , bell this US hs. 
with * haſte to the Tod Marſhal ; _ | 
This to my Couſin Sctoop , and all 15 . 

To whom they ate ditected. 18 

If yo knew how much they do import, 5 

Von woeld make haſte... 

FSi Adichel. My, 1355 2 level beam. 
York, Like enou 

Ts: Lofrow 3 good 5. A wh. IS 4 Day. 

Wherein the — of ten thouſand Men 


bide the touch, „Sit, at Serum, 
* cruly given e 
"The King, with mighy and quick- raiſed] — 


Meets wit Load H I fear, Sir Michel, 
What with the Si of thumberland , 
Whoſe Power was in the firſt Proportion; 

And what with Ou lendower 's abſence thence , 


Who with them was rated firmly too, 


comes not iu 7 rul d by Prophecies, 4 


| che Power, Ot Fercy, ls too weak, _— 
To hy e af Ar al wi the King, 
chell. Why, Ys Lord, you need not fear, 
There is Dowglaſs, Lord Mortimer. 


York. No, Mortimer is uqt there. 
Sir Michell. But thete is Mordake , my Lord 
Harry Percy , OY 
And there is my Lord of Worceſter, co ns 
And a Head of gallaut Warriors, ! 
Noble Gentlemen, ,, | 9 
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York. And ſo there is, but yet the King hath drawn 
The ſpecial Head of all the Land together: 
The Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancaſter, 
The noble Weſtmorland , and warlike Blunt * 
And many more Corrivals, and dear Men 
Of Eſtimation , and command in Arms. 
Sir Michell. Doubt not, my Lord , he ſhall be 
well oppos'd. 
York. I hope no leſs: Yet neodful tis to . 
And to pte vent Pad worſt, Sit Michel e 
For if Lord Percy thrive not, e er the 
Diſmiſs his Power, he means to viſit = "up E 
For he hath heard of our Confederacy , ſs 
And, tis bat Wiſdom to make ſtrong AE Rim: 
Therefore make haſte , I muſt go write again 
To other Friends; and ſo farewel , Sir Michel. 


I Exeunt. 
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Doth the Trumpet to his Purpoſes, =" 
And Lies hollow ary, in the Leaves, 
Foretels a Tempeſt , and a luſt'ring Day. 
N. Henry. Then with the Loſets let it ſympathize, 
For nothing can ſeem ſowr to them that win. 


[ The Trumpet ſounds, 


Enter Worceſter, 


Hey. How now, my Lord of Waor'ſter + 
"Tis not well, 3 7 r 

That you and I ſhould meet upon ſuch terms, 

As now we meet. You have deceiv'd our Truſt , 

And made us doff our eaſie Robe of Peace, 

To crulh our old Limbs in ungentle Steel: 

This is not well, my Lord, this is not well. 

What ſay you to it? Will you again unkait 

This chucliſh Knot of all-abhorred War? 

And move in that obedient Orb again, 

Where you did give a fair and natural Light? 

And be no more an exhal'd Meteot, 

A prodigy of Fear, and Portent 

Of broached Miſchief, to the unborn Times? 

Mor. Hear me, my Liege: eee 
For mine own part, I could be well content 

To entertain the Lag- end of my Liſe 

With quiet Hours: For I do proteſt, . 

I have not ſought the Day of this diſlike. | 
X Hom: You have not ſought it; how comes 

it then? * TW. 1100 

Fal. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 
P. Henry, Peace, Chewet, peace. 
Wor. It pleas'd your Maieſty, to turn your Looks 

Of Favour, from my Self, and all our Houle; 

And yet I muſt remember you, my Lord, 

We were the ficſt , and deareſt of your Friends. 

For you, my Staff of * did I break 5 

2 
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In Richard's time, and poſted Day and Night 
To meet you on the way, and kiſs your Hand. 
When yet you were in place, and in account 
Nothing ſo ſtrong and fortunate, as I: | 
It was my ſelf, my Brother and his Son, | 
That brought you home, and boldly did out- dare 
The danger df the time. You ſwore to us, 
And you did (wear that oath at Doncaſter , 

That you did nothing purpoſe gainſt the State, 
Nor claim no further, than your new-fal'n Right, 
The Seat of Gaunt, Dukedom of Lancaſter. 

To this, we ſwate our Aid: But in ſhort ſpace, 
It rain'd down Fortune ſhowring on your Head , 
And ſuch a Flood of Greatneſs fell on you, 
What with our help, what with the abſem King, 
What with the Injuries of wanton Time, 

The ſeeming Sufferances that you had born, 

And the contrarious Winds that held the King 
Solong in the unlucky Iriſh Wars, 

That all in England did repute him dead; 

And from this ſwarm of fair Advantzges , 

You took occaſion to be quickly wood, 

To gripe the general ſway into your Hand: 
Forgot your Oath to us at Doncaſler, 

2 being fed by us, you us'd us ſo, 

As that ungentle Gull, the Cuckow's Bird, 
Uſeth the ſparrow, did oppreſs our Neſt, 

Grew by our Feeding, 10 ſo great a Bulk, 

That even our Love durſt not come neat your Sight 
For fear of ſwallowing ; but with nimble Wing 
We were inforc'd for fafety's ſake, to fly 

Out of your Sight, and raiſe this preſent Head, 
Whereby we ſtand oppoſed by ſuch means 

As you your ſelf, have forg'd againſt your ſelf, 
By unkind Oſage, dangerous Countenance , 

And violation of all Faith and Troth 

Sworn to us in your younger Entreprizes 
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Ky Henry. Theſe things indeed you have arti- 
55 * 8 bs * 
Proclaim'd at Market Croſſes ,. read in Churches, 
To, face the Garmeat of Rebellion | 
With ſome fine Colour , that may pleafethe Eye 
Of fickle Changelings, and poor Diſcontents, 
Which gape, and rub the Elbow at the News 
Of hutly bucly Innovation. 
And never yet did Inſurection want 
Such Water-colours, to impaint his Cauſe ; 
Nor moody Beggars , ſtarving for a time 
Of pell-mell Havock , and Confuſion. 
FP. Henry. In both our Armies, there is many 

a Soul 
Shall pay full dearly for this Eucounter, 
If once they join in trial. Tell your Nephew, _ 
The Prince of Wales doth join with all the World 
In praiſe of Henry: Percy: By my Hopes, 
This preſent entreprize ſet off his Head, 
I do not think a braver Gentleman, 
More Active, Valiant, or more valiant Young 
More daring , or more bold, is now alive, 
To grace this latter Age with noble Deeds. 
For my part , I may ſpeak it to my Shame, 
I have a Truant been to Chivalry , 
And ſo , I hear , he doth account me too: 
Yet this before my Father's Majeſty, 
I am content that he ſhall take the odds | 
Of his great Name and Eſtimation , | * i 
And will, to fave the Blood on either fide, | 1 
Try Fortune with him, in a ſingle Fight. | 
X. Henry. And , Prince of Wales, ſo dare we 

ventute thee 3 | 

Albeit , Conſiderations infinite | 
Do make againſt it: No, good Wor'ſter, no, 
We love our People well; even thoſe we love 
That are miſ-led upon your Couka's part: 

US F And 
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e dt * of our Grace 
Both 1— a ous e M 
my Friend again, aud Il be hy 12 
So —_ ba. Couſin, ed — bring me word, 
What be will do. But if he will not yield, 
Rebuke and dread Cotrection wait on us, 
And they {hall do their Office. So be gone, 
We will not now be troubled with Reply , ; 
We offer fair, rake it adviſedly. ¶ Exit reeſter. 
P. Henry It will not be accepted, on my Life, 
The Do 2775 and the Hor. pur both together, 
Are on againſt the 2 in Arms. 
* a a Hence therefore, every Leader to his 
Charge , 
For on Hos Anſwer will we ſet on them; 
And God befriend us, as our Cauſe is juſt. 
[ Excunt. 


Manet Prince Henry and Falſtaff.” 


Fal. Hal, if thou ſee me down in the Battel, 
And beſtirde me, ſo; tis a point of Friendſhip. 

P. Henry, Nothing but a' Cloſes au do 2 

that Friendſhip: 

Say thy Prayers, and farewe]. 

Fal. Fwould it were Bed time, Hal, dal wel 

P. Henry, Why, thou oweſt Heav'na Death. 

Fal. Tis not due yet; I would be loth to pay 
him before his Day. What need I be fo forward 
with him that call's not on me? Well, 'tis no mat- 
ter , Honour pricks me on. But how if Honour 
v5 me off when I come en? How then; can 

onour fer to a Leg? No. Or an Arm? No. Or 
take away the Griefof a Wound ? No. Honour 
hath no Skill in Surgery then? No, What is Ho- 
nour? A word. What is that word Honour? Air? 
Atuim — Who hath it? He that 1 a 


Wed- 
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TVedneſday. Doth he fee] it? No. Doth he hear 
it? No. Is it inſenſible then? Lea, to the dead. 


But will it not live with the living? No. Why ? 
Detraction will not ſuffer it: therefore I'll none of 
it. Honour is a meer Scutcheon , and ſo ends my 
Catechiſm. | FT” 21 [ Ex. 


S C EN E IL 
Enter Worceſter, and Sir Richard Vernon. 


Worceſter. 


Ono, my Nephew muſt not know , Sir Richard, 
The liberal kind Offer ot the King. 

Yer. Twere beſt he did. 

Wor. Then we are all undone. 
It is not poſſible, it cannot be, 
The King would keep his Word in loving us: 


He will ſuſpect us ſtill, and find a time 
Io paniſh this Offence in other Faults. 


Suppoſe then, all our Lives ſhall be ſtuck full of Eyes; 
For Treaſon is but truſted like the Fox, 

Who ne'er ſo tame, ſo cheriſh'd, and lock'd up, 
Will have a wild trick of his Anceſtors; | 


Look how we can, or {ad , or mernly, 


Interpretation will miſquote our Looks, 
And we ſhall feed like Oxen at a Stall, 
The bettet cheriſh'd , ſtill the nearer death. 
we Nephew's Treſpaſs may be well forgot, 
It hath the excuſe of Youth , and heat of Bood, 
And an adopted Name of Privilege, 
A hate-brain'd- Hot- pur, govern'd by a Spleen : 
All bis Offences live my Head , 
And on his his Father's. We did train him on, 
And his Corruption being ta en from us, 
W (hall pay for all: 

| 4 
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Therefore, Couſin, let not Harry know 3  ' 
In any Off of the ＋ "RE 
Ver. Deliver what you will, I'll fay tis ſo. 
Here comes your Couſin. 1 2s O04] 


Enter Hot-ſpur and Dow glaſs. 


Hot. My Uncle is return d:. 
Deliver up, my Lord of Weſtmorland. 
Uncle, what News ? > 1 
Wor. The King will bid you Battel preſently. 
Dow. Defie him by the Lord of Weſtmorland. 
Hot. Lord Dowplaſs ; go you and tell him ſo. 
Dow. Marty and ſhall, and very willingly. 
[ Exit Dowglaſs 
Wor. There is no ſeeming Merey in the King. 
Hot. Did you beg any? God forbid, 
Mor. I told him geutly of our Grievances , 
Of his Oath-breakivg ; which he mended thus , 
By now forſwearing that he is forſworn. 
He calls us Rebels, Traitors, and will ſcourge 
With haughty Arms, this hateful Name in us. 


Enter Dowgla(s. 


Dow. Arm, Gentlemen, to Arms, for I have thrown 
A brave Defiance in King Henry's Teeth : 
And Weſtmorland that was ingag'd did bear it , 
Which cannot chuſe but bring him quickly on. 
my The Prince of Wales ſtept forth before the 
ing, 
And, Nephew , challeng'd you to ſingle Fight. 
Hot. O, would ty ron lay upon our Heads , 
And that no Man might draw ſhort Breath to Day, 
But I and Harry Monmouth, Tell me, tell me, 
How ſhew'd his Talking ? Seem'd it in Contempt? 
Fer. No by my Soul: I never in my Life 85 
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Did hear a Challenge urg'd more modeſtly ; 

Unleſs a Brother ſhould a Brother dare , * f 

To gentle Exerciſe and proof of Arms. ö 

He gave you all the Duties of a Man, 

Trim'd up your Praiſes with a princely Tongue, 

Spoke your Deſervings like a Chronicle, 

1 = ever better than his Praiſe , 

By ſtill diſpraiſing Praiſe , valu'd with you: 

And which became him like a Prince indeed , 

He made a bluſhing Cital of himſelf, | 

And chide his trewant Youth with ſuch a Grace , 

As if he maſter'd there a double Spirit 

Of teaching and of learning . 

There did he pauſe. But let me tell che World, 

If he out- live the Envy of this Day, 

England did never owe ſo ſweet a Hope, 

So much miſconſtrued in his Wantonneſs. | 
Hot. Couſin , I think thou art enamoured | * 

On his Follies ; never did I hear AW 

Of any Prince ſo wild at Liberty. 

But be he as he will, yet once e er Night, 

I will embrace him with a Soldies s Arm , 

That he ſhall ſhrink under my Courteſie. : 

Atm, arm with ſpeed. And Fellows, Soldiers, Friends 

Better conſider what you have to do, We 

Thau I, that have not well the Gift of Tongue. 

Can lift your Blood up with Perſuaſion, 


Enter a Meſſenger. | 


| Meſ. My Lord, here are Letters for you. 
Hot. I cannot read them now. 
O Gentlemen, the time of Life is ſhort: 
To ſpend that Shortneſs baſely were too long, 
Tho Life did ride upon a Dial's Point, 
Still ending at the Arrival of an Hour. 
And if we live , we live to _ on Kings: 
5 
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If die; brave Death, when Princes die with us. 
Now for our Conſciences, the Arms are fair, 
When the Intent for beating them is juſt. 
Euter another Meſſenger. 
Meſ. My Lord, prepare, the King comes on apace. 
Hot. I thank him, that he cuts me from my Tale, 
For I ptofeſs not talking: Only this, 
Let each Man do his beſt. And here I draw my Sword, 
Whole worthy Temper I intend to ſtain 
With the beſt Blood that I can meet withal, 
In the Adventure of this perilous Day. 
Now Eſperances , Percy , and ſet on: 
Sound all the lofty Inſtruments of War, 
And by that Muſick , let us all embrace: 
For Heav'n to Earth, ſome of us never ſhall , 
A ſecond time do ſuch a courteſie. 
They embrace, then Exeunt. The Trumpets ſound , 
the King entreth with his Power , alarm unto 
the Battel, Then enter Dowglas and Sir Walter 
Blunt. | 
Blunt. What is thy Name, that in the Battel thus 
thou croſſeſt me? 
What Honour doſt thou ſeek upon my Head? 
Dow. Know then, my Name is Dowglaſs, 
And I do haunt thee in the Battel thus, 
Becauſe ſome tell me , that thou art a King. 
Blunt. They tell thee true. bought 
Dow. The Lord of Stafford deat to day hath 
Thy Likeneſs; for inſtead of thee, King Harry, 
This Sword hath ended him, fo ſhall it thee, 
Unleſs thou yield thee as a Priſoner. | 
Blu. Iwasnotbornto yield, thou haughty Scot 
And thou ſhalt find a King that will rerenge 
Lord Stafford's Death. | 
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Fight , Blunt is flain , then enter Hot - ſpur. 
7 FEI 3 thus, 
Hot. O Dowylaſs , hadſt desen M 
I never had triumphed o'er a Scoop. 
Dow, All's done, all's won, here breathleſs 
lyes the King. | | | 
Hot. Where; eget wp - 
Dow. Here. | | (full well: 
Har. This, Dowplaſs ? No, I know this Face 
A gallant Knight he Was, his Name was Blunt, 
Semblahly furniſh'd like the King himſelf, 
Dow. Ab! Fool go with thy Soul whitherjic goes, 
A borrow'd Title haſt thou bought too dear. 
Why didft thou tell me, that thou wert a King: 
Hot. The King bath many marching in his Coats. 
Dow. Now by my Sword, I will kill all his Coats, 
I'll murther all his Wardrobe Piece by Piece, 
Until I meet the King. | 
Hot. Up and away. IN | 
Our Soldiers ſtand full fairly for the Day. [ Exeunt. 


Alm, enter Falſtaff ſolus, 


Fal. Though I could ſcape ſhot-free. at London, 
I fear the Shot here: Here's no ſcoring , but upon 
the Pate. Soft, who art thou? Sir Walter Blunt, 
there's Honour for you; here's no Vanity; F am 
as hot as moulten Lead, and as heavy too: Heav'n 
keep Lead out of me, I need no more Weight than 
mine own Bowels. I have led my Rag-o-Mufhans 
where they are pepper'd; there's not three of my 
hundred and fifty left alive, aud they for the Towns 
end to beg during Life. But who comes here? 


En- 
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Enter Prince Henry. 


P. Hewy, What, ſtand 'ſt thou idle here? lend me 
thy Sword? | | Sake! $401 4 
Many a noble Man lyes ſtark and ſtiff | 
Under the Hoofs of vaunting Enemies, { Sword. 
W hoſe Deaths are unreveng d. Prithee lend me thy 
Fal. O Hal, Iprithee give me leaveto breath a while. 
Turck Gregory never did ſuch Deeds in Arms, as I 
have done this Day. I have paid Percy, I have 
made him ſure. 
. Henry. He is indeed, and living to kill thee: 
I prithee lend me thy Sword. 
Fal, Nay, Hal, if Percy bealive, thou get ſt not my 
Sword; but take my Piſtol if thou wilt. 
P. Henry. Give it me: What, is it in the Caſe? 
Fal. Ay Hal. tis hot: There's that will ſack a City. 
[ The Prince draws out a Bottle of Sack. 
P. Henry. What, is it a time to jeſt and dally now? 
| Throws it at him, and Exit. 
Fal. If Percy be alive. I'll pierce him; if he 
do come in my way, ſo; if he do not, if Icome 
in his, — » let him make a Carbonado of 
me; I like not ſuch grinning Honour as Sir Walter 
hath : Give me Life , which if I can ſave, ſo; if 
at » Honour comes unlook'd for, and there's an 
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Alarm, Excurſions ,* Enter the King, the 
Prince , Lord John of Lancaſter , and 
| the Earl of Weſtmorland. ; 


' King Henry, 


5 FR Harry , withdraw thy ſelf, * bleed - 
| eſt ioo much: Lotd Pb of Lancaſter „ £o uy 
with him. 
Lan. Not I, my Lord, unleſs 1 did bleed « too. 
P. Henry. I beſeech your Majeſty make u 
Leaſt your Retirement do amaze your Fri 1 
X. Henry. I will do ſo: | d 
My Lord of Weſtmorland \ lead him to his Tents 
© Weſt. Come my Lord, I'll lead you to your Tent. 
P. They. Lead me , y Lord 1 ann 
And Hear n forbid a ſhallow Scratch ſhould . 
The Prince of Wales from ſueh a Field as this 
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Where ſtain'd Nobility lyes trodden on- 3. 


And Rebels Arms triumph in Maſſacres.0! . 
Lan. We breath too long come Couſin Weſtmorland, 

Out Duty this Way lyes , for Heav'ns ſake come. 
P. N By Heav'n chou haſt decei vd me, 

5 hs 

14 noe thiok thee Logd of ſuch a Spirit:: 

Before, I lov'd thee as a Brother, $204. 316 

But now, I do reſpect thee as my Soul. 

X Henry. I aw him hold Lord Percy at te Point, 
With luſtier Maintenance than I did look 1 
Of ſuch an ungrown Warrior. 

P. Henry, O this Boy, ends Menlo ell 

xit. 


Zu- 
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Enter Dowglaſs, 


Dow. — King ? They grow like Hydra's 
Hea 
Iam the Douglaſs fatal to all thoſe 
That wear thoſe Colours on them. What art thou 
That counterfeit'ſt the Perſon ofa King ? 
N. Hey. The King himſelf; who, Dowglals, 
grieves at Heart 
So many of his Shadows thou haſt met, 
And not the very King. I have two Boys 
Seck Percy and thy ſel about the Field, 
But ſeing thou fall'ſt on me ſo e | 
I will affay thee: So defend thy (elf. 
Dow. I. fear thou art another Counterfeit; 
And yet in faith thou bear ſt thee likea King: 
But mine I am ſute thou art, who e er thou be, 
And thus I win thee, 
1 The King being in Danger Enter Prince 


P. Hay. Hold up thy Head, vile . » or 


thou art like 
Never to. hold it up again: The Spirit: 
Of valiant Sherly, Stafford , Blunt, ate iu my Arms; 
It is the Prince of Wales. that threatens thee, | 
Who never N ; but, means co pay. 

[ They fight , Dowglaſs is beat off the ſage 
Chearly, my Lotd:z how fares your Grace? 
Sir Nicholas Gawſey bath. for Succour ſent; 

And ſo hath Cliſton: I'll) zo Clifeon ſtreight, 

0 X. Henry. Stay „ and breath a F<: . 

Thos ha haſt redeem d my loſt Opinion, 
And ſhew d thou mak ſt ſome tender of my Life 

In this fait Reſcue thou haſt brought to me. 


wy 


Sr. JOHN FALSTAFF. gs 

P. Henry. O Heav'n , they did me too much 
Injuty , 

That ever {aid I hearkned to your Death. 
If it were ſo, 1 might have let alone 
The inſultiug Hand of Dowylaſs over you, 
Which would have been as ſpeedy in your end, 
As all the poiſonous Portions in the World, 
And ſav'd thetreacherous Labour of your Son. 


K, Henry. Make up to Clifton, I'll to Sir N. 


cholas Gawſey. [ Exit, 
Buer Hot- pur. 


Hat. If Imiſtake not, thou att Harry Monmoyth? 

P. Henry. Thou ſpeakeſt as if I would deny my 
Name. =" . 

Hot. My Name is Harry Percy. 


P. Henry. Why then I ſee a very valiant Rebel 


of that Name. 
I am the Prince of Wales, and think not, Percy, 
To ſhare with me in Glory any more: 1 
Two Stars krep not their Motion in one Sphere, 
Nor can one England brook a double Reign, 
Of Harry Pexcyand the Prince of Wales. 


Hot. Nor (halt it Harry, for the Hour is come 
To eud the one of us; and would to Heav'n 


Thy Name in Arms were now as great as mine. 
P. Henry. I'll make it greater, e er I part from thee, 
Aud all the budding Honours on thy Creſt, 
I'll crop, to make a Garland for my Head. 
Hot. I can no longer brook thy Vanities. 
Enter Falſtaff, 
Fal. Well ſaid; Hal, to it Hal. Nay, you 


ſhall find no Boys Play here, I can tell ao 
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6 in bib V2 | - AX 
Enter Dowelaſs , be fights with Falſtaft, who ſal 
down as if he were dead. The Prince 
gore hills P ercy. 


Hot. Oh Harry thou haſt robb'd me of my Youth : 
I better brook che loſs of brittle Life , | 
Thau thoſe-proud Titles thou haſt won of me, 
They wound [my thoughts wofſe , than thy Sword 
my Fleth: | 
Zut — the Slave of Life, and Life Time's Fool; 
And Time, that takes ſurvey of all the World, 
Muſt have a ſtop. O, I could propheſie, 
Zut that the Earth, and the cold Hand of Death, 
. Lyes on my Tongue: No, Percy thou art Duſt 
And Food for | Dies. 
P. Henry, For Worms, brave Percy. Farewel, 
1030 reat Heart: | = 
TI-weav'd Ambition, how much att thou ſhrunk 2 
When that this Body did contain a Spirit, 
A Kingdom for. it was too ſmall a Bound: 
But now two Paces of the vileſt Earth 
Is room enough. This Earth that bears thee dead, 
Bears not alive ſo ſtout a Gentleman. 0 


If thou wert ſenſible of Courteſie, 
T fhould not make ſo great a ſhow of Teal. 
But let my Favours hide thy m Face, 


And even in thy behalf, I'll thank my ſelf 
For doing theſe fair Rites of Tendetneſs. 
Adieu, and take thy ptaiſe with thee to Heay'n , 
Thy ignominy ſleep with thee in the Grave, 

But not remembred in thy Epitaph. 

Whar! Old Acquaintance ! Could not all this fleſh 
Keep in a little Life? Poor Jack, farewel: 

J could have better ſpar'd a better Man. 

©, I ſhould 22 of tee, 
5 Eons F 40 N 
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If I were much in love with Vanity. 

Death hath not ſtruck ſo far a Deer ro Day, 
Though many dearer in thi plogdy Fray. 
Imbowell'd will I ſee thee by and by, 

Till then, in Blood by noble Percy lye. [| Exit. 


Falſtaff riſeth up. 


Fal. Imbowell'd ! If thou imbowel me to Day, 
I'll give you leave to Powder me, and eat me too 
to Morrow. Iwas time to counterfeit, or that 
hor Termagant Scot had paid me ſcot and lot too. 
Counterfeit --- I am no counterfeit; to die, is to 
be a Counterfeitz for he is but the Counterfeit of 
a Man, who hath not the Life of 2 Man: But to 
counterfeit dying, when a Man thereby livetb, is 
to be no Counterfeit , but the true and perfect 
image of Life indeed. The better part of Valour, 
is Diſcretiou; in the which bettet part, Ihave ſaved 
my Life. I am afraid of this Gun- Powder Percy , 
though he be dead, How if he ſhould Counter- 
feit too, and tiſe? I am afraid he would proyethe 
better Countetfeit; therefore I'll make him fure ; 
yea, and I'll ſwear I have kill'd him. Why may 
not he riſe as well as I? Nothing confutes me but 
Eyes, and no Body ſees me. Therefore, Sittah, 
with a new Wound in your Thigh , comeyou alon 
with me. [ Takes Hot ſpur on bis Bac 


Enter Prince Henry and John of Lancaſter. 


P. Henry. Come Brother fohn, full bravely haſt 
thou fleſht FER 
Thy Maiden Sword 
Lon. But ſoft, who have we here? 
Did you not tell me this fat Man was dead ? 
P. Henry, I did; I faw him dead; 
G Breath 
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Breathleſs, and bleeding on the Ground: Art thoualive? 
Or is it Fantaſie that plays upon our Eye- ſight? 
I pretheè ſpeak, we will not truſt out Eyes 
Without our Ears. Thou art not what thou ſeem'ſt? 
Fal. No, that's certain; I am not a double Man, 
but if I am not Fack Falſtaff, then am I a fach. 
There is Percy; if your Father will do me any 
Honour, ſo; if not, let himkill the next Percybhim- 
ſelf. I look either to be Earl or Duke I can aſſute you, 
P. Hemy. Why, Percy I kill'd my ſelf, and 
{aw thee dead. | ; 
Fal. Did'ſt thou? Lord, Lord, how the World 
is given to Lying! 1 grant you I was down, and 
out of Breath, and ſo was he; but we roſe both 
at an inſtant , and fought a long Hour by Shrews- 
bury Clock: If I may be believed, ſo; if not, let 
them that ſhould reward Valour bear the Sin upon 
their own Heads. T'!l take't on my Death I gave 
him this Wound in the Thigh: if the Man were 
alive, and would deny it, I would make him eat 
a piece of my Sword. 
Lan. This is the ſtrangeſt tale that e'er I heard. 
P. Henry. This is the ſtrangeſt Fellow, Brother Fobn. 
Come bring your Luggage nobly on your back; 
For my part, if a Lie may do thee grace, 
I'll gild it with the happieſt terms I have. 
[ cA Retreat is ſounded, 
The Trumpets found Retreat, the Day is ours: 
Come Brother, let's to the higheſt of the Field, 
To ſee what Friends are living, who are dead. 
f [ Exeunt. 
Fal. T'll follow as they fay, for Reward. He 
that rewards me, Heav'n reward him. If I do 
grow great again, III grow leſs; for I'll purge 
and leave Sack, and live cleanly , as a Noble-Man 
ſhould do. EY [ Exat. 
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The Trumpets ound ; Enter K ing Henry, 
Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lanca- 
ſter, Earl of Weſtmorland , wich Wor- 
ceſter and Vernon Priſoners. | 


Kung Henry. 


Thus ever did Rebellion find Rebuke. 
IIl-ſpirited Worceſter , did we not ſend Grace, 
* * „and termes of Love to all of you? 
And would'ſt thou turn our Offers contrary ? 
Miſuſe the Tenor of thy Kinſmau's Truſt ? 
Three Knights upon our Party flain ro Day , 
A noble Earl and many a Creature elſe | 
Had been alive this Hour , 
If like a Chriſtian thou had'ſt truly born, 
Betwixt our Armies, true Intelligence. 

Wor. What I have done, my ſafety urg'd me to, 
And I embrace this Fortune patiently , 
Since, not to be ayoided, it falls on me. 

X. Henry, Bear Worceſter to death, and Vernon too. 
Other Offenders we will pauſe upon. 

| (Ex. Worceſter and Vernon, 
How goes the Field? [ he faw 

P. Henry, The noble Scot , Lord Dowglafs, when 
The Fortune of the Day quite turn'd from him, 
The noble Percy lain, he all his Men, 
Upon the foot of fear, fled with the reſt; 
And falling from a Hill, he was ſo bruiz'd 
That the Purſuers took him. At my Tent 
The Dowglaſs is, and I beſeech your Grace, 
I may 3 of him. 

K. Henry, With all my Heart. 

P. Henry, Then Brother Jobn of Lancaſter , 


To 
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To you this Honourable Bounty ſhall belong: 


Go to theDowplaſ „and deliver him 
Up to his Pleaſure, ranſomleſs and free: 
Hi Valour ſhewn upon our Creſts to Day, 
Hath taught us how to cheriſh ſuch high Deeds, 
Eren in the Boſom of our Adyerſaries. 
| —— Then this remains, that we diyide our 
ower. | | 
You Son Fobn', aud my Couſin Weſtmorland , 
Towards York ſhall bend you, with your deareſt (peed, 
To meet Northumberland, and the Prelate Scyoop , 
Who, as we hear, are buſily in Arms. | 
My (elf and Son Harry will towards Wales , 
To fight with Glendower, and the Earl of March, 
Rebellion in this Land ſhall loſe his way ,- 
Meeting the Check of ſuch another Day; 
And fince this Buſineſs fo far is done, 
Let's not leave off till all our own be won. 
| IeExeunt. 
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